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You’ve heard of ‘Lil Abner. 
Well, We’re the Abner Read. 
They sent us off to the fighting zone 
To help the Yanks succeed 
 
Our trip was sort of rugged, 
And the cruising kind of rough, 
But everyone, from stem to stern, 
Kept their sleeves above the cuff. 
 
When we reached the neighborhood, 
The commandos were released, 
Our boys stood by to let lead fly 
At the dug-in Japanese 
 
Soon from the beach,  
The word was passed, 
“Calling Abner, Calling Abner,” 
Start to blast. 
 
We all had ringside seats, you know, 
When “Little Abner” joined the show, 
Then rapid salvo, blast by blast, 
The little Japs were dying fast. 
 
All Jap “Jitsu” couldn’t help, 
And through the hills they heard Japs yelp 
“Hari Kari” is the only thing, 
‘Cause Tojo’s sons don’t like our sting. 
 
A good day’s work 
And cheerfully done, 
But for the Japs, 
It wasn’t fun. 
 
Every sailor manned his job, 
From the clumsy Boot, to the salty Gob. 
The admiral must like Abner’s style, 




Again, they called for Abner Read, 
To help them in the hour of need, 
So Capt. Burrowes manned the line. 
“Affirm,” he said, just set the time. 
 
We needed speed, we had it too. 
Our chief engineer knew what to do. 
The minute the captain called for speed, 
The turbines had the steam to bleed. 
 
Our medical department tried in vain, 
Hoping that none would call out in pain. 
The paymaster checked all the money aboard, 
To make sure the Japs couldn’t get none to hoard. 
 
All of the turrets from number one to five, 
Were right in the groove and ready to roll. 
Automatic control meant nothing at all. 
McCluen knew how to set flood control. 
 
The gunnery department had all stations manned, 
Ready to interpret so Japs would understand. 
Mr. Brown manned a gun of his own volition, 
Ready to fire on some Jap position. 
 
When they wanted the bearings, 
They just called for Doyel. 
He knows his stuff, 
And it isn’t from Hoyle. 
 
Don’t forget, fellows, the commissary chief, 
He always had plenty for hunger relief. 
Yes sir, the galley did well with chow, 
Plenty to eat, tasty, and how. 
 
All kidding aside, considering the time, 
The job was well done. We’re holding the line. 
We may hiss our leave and fun on the beach, 
But to “Hari Kari Tojo,” a lesson we’ll teach. 
 
When the fighting is over, and peace is declared, 
A bit of the burden and fighting we’ve shared. 
Until we can celebrate that victorious day, 
Let’s all make our enemies pay double, our way. 
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Foreword to the Second Edition 
 
 I spent a lot of time with my grandparents growing up. My grandpa was 
a charismatic man who always had a joke, a story, a poem, or a song at the 
ready. Every Saturday night, he and grandma would go to the local VFW. He 
loved to dance. Grandpa had many friends, most of who also served in the war. 
As a child, I heard about all of the zany adventures they went on. While war 
was horrible, violent, and traumatic, it could also be pretty funny. Grandpa 
didn’t tell us about the hard things. He didn’t have to. My grandpa shook from 
head to toe, all day, every day. It had been that way since November 1, 1944, 
the day the Abner Read sank in Leyte Gulf. By the time I came along, almost 
forty years had passed, yet I knew not to knock on a door too loud. If Bing 
Crosby’s “White Christmas” came on the radio at Christmastime, grandma 
would turn it off because it would make grandpa shake even more. At 18-years-
old, my grandpa left the Kansas plains and went to sea in service to his country. 
There was a part of him that never came back from the South Pacific.  
 My grandfather’s story is included in this collection, as are the stories 
of the men he kept in touch with. When I read Gus Griffin’s story, or Max 
Davis’s story, I could hear their voices as I read. They sounded just as they did 
when I was a little girl, sitting on the floor playing when they would visit. 
Grandpa’s story here is much shorter than I expected. He lists that he was a 
fireman in the forward engine room, but little else. He never mentioned how he 
would use a painted broom to pass in front of steam pipes to check for leaks. If 
the invisible super-heated steam was leaking, it would peel the paint from the 
broomstick. In his story, he states that his general quarters station was the No. 
5, 5-inch powder magazine. He doesn’t say anything about what he experienced 
there, but for the rest of his life, he kept two of the 5-inch casings in the top of 
his closet. He would occasionally bring them out to show us. He doesn’t speak 
about how he was hit in the head with a powder keg after an explosion, and how 
they would count the gold staples each day when he was in sick bay to make 
sure he hadn’t stolen any. 
My grandpa wasn’t a religious man. In life, he often made the wise-
crack that he went to church twice every Sunday: Once to drop grandma off, 
and once to pick her up. His story in this collection doesn’t talk about how he 
and Max Davis joked they had been baptized together in the Pacific. He says 
that he and Ed Villines stayed together in the water, but he didn’t include that 
Ed was much older than he was, and when Ed saw the scared Kansas boy in the 
water, he told him “Hang on to me, kid.” Grandpa doesn’t tell the story about 
how after an hour in the water being strafed by Japanese fighters, sharks started 
circling and how he looked up at the sky and said, “You’ve had me blown up, 







sank, and shot at, and couldn’t kill me, so now you’re going to have me eaten 
by sharks?” He said the sharks swam away. He doesn’t talk about the young 
man he saw, whose name I don’t know, but who was holding in his intestines 
because his stomach had been ripped open in the attack, and who asked him for 
help as he was about to abandon ship. He doesn’t say here how helpless he felt 
at that moment, knowing that his shipmate wasn’t going to make it, but he told 
us. His story here never says how the last thing he did before he jumped off the 
ship, was to pick up a small piece of the plane that sunk the Abner Read. That 
2-inch by 2-inch piece of blackened aluminum became his holy relic. Today, I 
keep that relic as a reminder of what all these men went through. There is also 
no written record, other than my words now, of how he told my grandma, after 
his first Abner Read reunion, how he would never go to another, because it was 
too painful. They went every year until they were no longer able. 
As much as is contained in these stories, it is important to remember, so 
much more was left out. While individually, and as families, we all experienced 
the aftermath of the sinking of the Abner Read, collectively, we will never know 
the full human story. It is my greatest desire that in re-publishing these 
interviews in this format, that we can shed light on the experiences of these 
brave men. The events they experienced together form a piece of our common 
history that lives on because someone thought to ask them to write it down. As 
stewards of that history, it is our duty to share in their experiences so that we 
may never forget them. 
 
M. Elizabeth Downing-Turner, editor,  
granddaughter of Gilbert “Jack” Coffeen, F1/c 
 
* * * 
When I was growing up, dad spoke very little about his time in the Navy. 
All my sister and I knew, was that he had been in the Navy, and lost a ship in 
the Pacific. If we would ask for details, very little was shared. When I graduated 
from high school in 1967, I was able to avoid the draft, but in early summer, I 
was called to report for a physical in Omaha, and was found fit for military 
service. I had a pretty good idea of what the future held. It was then that I 
remember dad telling me, “I pray that you don’t have to go, but if you do, I 
would encourage you to join the Navy. At least there you will have a clean bed 
to sleep in at night.” I followed his advice.  
Long after serving my four years of active duty, I learned from my 
mother that my dad had a difficult time with my being in uniform during that 





especially when I was on sea duty, she would see him standing at the clothes 
line. Her guess was that he was praying. His prayers were answered. Most of 
my years of service were on shore duty in the Jacksonville, FL area. In spite of 
the fact that dad and I were then both Navy vets, he never spoke about his war 
experience, nor did he ask any questions about any of my experiences.  
It was several year later that he learned that shipmates from the Abner 
Read were working to make contact with other shipmates. In the years 
following, the USS Abner Read Survivors’ Association was formed, and many 
reunions were held across the nation. My mother and father attended many of 
them. My dad even hosted an event in Omaha in 1999. After attending these 
reunions, my dad began sharing stories with his grandkids. He told stories of 
the ship and its crew that my sister and I had never heard. 
After my mother passed, and my dad moved to an assisted living 
facility, we discovered the three-ring notebook, which was the first edition of 
this work. At the time of this publication, there are only three known shipmates 
who are still living: Daryl L. Weathers, Tony Perry, and Kenneth P. Davis. 
Tony was with us in Washington, DC when we honored the USS Abner Read 
and crew at the Navy Memorial on November 1, 2018. A membership card for 
the original USS Abner Read Survivor’s Association reads: “Dedicated to the 
honor and Preserve the memory of our ship and all those who served, fought, 
and died in her; To promote Friendship and camaraderie among her surviving 
crewmen and their families; To keep alive the memory of those now deceased 
and comfort their loved ones.” Though the original group is no more, this 
mission lives on today through the Facebook Group: USS Abner Read Family 
& Friends. 
 
Rev. Michael Davis, editor,  
son of Max Davis F2/c 
  









Beginning in the 1980s, a group of men who had served together aboard 
the USS Abner Read formed the USS Abner Read Survivor’s Association. 
Together they worked to find other shipmates who had served on the ship, and 
started holding yearly reunions. The first reunion was held in 1984. Bill 
Pottberg, along with Tom Dunn, Sam McQueen, Gus Griffin, Lloyd Megee, 
Willburn Potter, and many others, worked to collect these stories using a 
questionnaire they developed. At the height of the organization’s popularity, 
there were more than 150 members. Over time, as shipmates aged and passed 
away, the organization dwindled. The last yearly newsletter was published in 
2008. The first edition of this work was published by the USS Abner Read 
Survivor’s Association on June 23, 1992. It was first available for purchase by 
members at the 1992 reunion held in Colorado Springs. The work was 
effectively “lost” until a copy was discovered by Michael Davis, son of Max 
Davis. This second edition came about as a collaboration between the 
descendants of Abner Read survivors with a desire to preserve and disseminate 
this important primary source material.  
These histories hold the personal experiences of the men who served on 
the Abner Read. The interviews have been edited for clarity and readability. 
Personal identifying information has been removed to protect the privacy of 
living family members. These interviews represent the individual memories of 
people who experienced significant trauma in service to their country. The 
astute historian may find discrepancies between the accepted history of events 
and the recollections here. This does not diminish the value of these stories. 
Those interviewed used language that was ordinary for them in their time. Some 
of that language may now seem dated, or even offensive, for today’s audience. 
The stories they recount are often graphic, violent, and bloody. This is the 
nature of war and it is important that these stories not be sanitized. The purpose 
of this edition is to share the stories of these brave men and to provide insight 
into the human element of the war in the Pacific. This work would not have 
been possible without help, encouragement, and drive of Michael Davis who 
has worked so diligently to preserve a sense of community for the families of 
Abner Read survivors. Special thanks go to the Naval History and Heritage 
Command for use of their introductory material, and to Tom Adams, grandson 
of Tom Dunn, MM3/c, for his permission to use his grandfather’s artwork. 
 








Shipmates lost at Kiska Island, Alaska 
August 13, 1943 
Noel Duane Akin 
Fred Wood Albright 
Mark Mason Baker 
James Dwight Ballard 
Robert Don Bartlett 
Morris Andrew Bell 
Gordon Elmo Briley 
John Edward Bryant 
Wayne Burton Cantlin 
Norm Wildey Cardwell 
Lee Phillip Carnahan 
Allen Clifford Cash 
Alph Taylor Cherry 
Maynard Emil Christensen 
Horace Lee Cope 
Martin Aloysius Coyne 
Willard Ray Craft 
Judson Stevenson Craig 
John Larry Cummings, Jr. 
Layton Warren Deane 
Merle Durwood Dees 
Jacob Nicholas Dour 
John Graham Duncan 
Eugene Earl Finch 
William Henry Fischer 
Joseph Edward Ford 
Melvin Morgan Fosness 
William Hugh Gilmartin 
Albert Delos Godfrey 
John Greenwald 
John Clarence Harmes 
W.H. Hayes 
Richard Deforest Henderson 
Joseph Michael Jacobs 
Walter Wilbert Johnston 
Robert James Kamenar 
Michael Kolachik 
David Patterson Krey 
Don Lee 
Widner Spessard Lowman 
Phillip Salgado Madren 
DeWitt Marshall, Jr. 
Harold Edward McBratney 
Elmer Augustine McBride, Jr. 
Robert Arthur McCulley 
Robert Leo Meusch 
Currie Bowen Morris 
Robert Henry Nendel 
Alfred Martin Nicholas, Jr. 
Harold Leon Neimeyer 
Aubrey Max Parker 
Sidney Augustine Phillips, Jr. 
Frederick Clinton Plaskett 
Harden Weaver Robertson, Jr. 
Thomas Victor Robinson 
Paul Francis Rowan 
William Adolph Schipper 
Lester Paul Schneider 
Robert W. Shumate 
James Justin Sloan 
Earl Spiegel 
Parker Avon Stevens 
William Grady Swann 
Howard Stanley Tobey 
Tommy Lee Turner 
Fred Earl Ware 
Damon Lloyd Whitlock 
Clyde Otis Wilson 







Shipmates lost at Leyte, Philippine Islands 
November 1, 1944 
 
Wayne E. Augustus 
Robert N. Brewer 
William H. Brown 
John W. Carr Jr. 
Alvin M. Bright 
George K. Harmon 
Anson “Dutch” W. Kepeart 
Joseph E. Kettle 
Raymond E. Longosz 
William A. McCluen 
Charles R. Meyers 
William J. O’Neill, Jr.
David L. Ortiz 
Clarence Reynolds, Sr.  
Walstans S. Robson 
Robert L. Rohland 
William H. Rooker 
Emil N. Rossi 
Liles B. Rudder 
Timothy Simmons 
Lawrence E. Tirabassi 
Frank Trosper 
Lawrence E. Warner 












Abner Read (DD-526): 1943-1944 
By James L. Mooney & LuAnn Parsons 
Naval History and Heritage Command 
 
Abner Read, born on 5 April 1821 in Urbana, Ohio, studied at Ohio 
University, but left that institution a year before graduating to accept a warrant 
as a midshipman, effective 2 March 1839. Assigned to Enterprise, he departed 
New York harbor in that schooner on 16 March 1840 and proceeded to South 
American waters where he served, first in Enterprise and then in Delaware, until 
the latter sailed for home early in 1844. Following a year of study at the naval 
school in Philadelphia, Read was promoted to passed midshipman on 2 July 
1845. Dolphin then took him to the Atlantic coast of Africa where she operated 
against slavers through the summer of 1847. 
Next ordered to Fredonia, the promising young officer departed New 
York in that storeship on 9 January 1848 and proceeded to Veracruz where she 
arrived a week after the signing of the treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo. His vessel 
promptly began issuing supplies to the warships of Commodore Matthew C. 
Perry's squadron and continued such duty until heading home in June. 
Fredonia again left New York on 11 December 1848, bound for 
California. Gold recently had been discovered there, greatly increasing the 
importance of and the interest in that newly acquired territory. The ship 
proceeded south along the Atlantic coast of the Americas, rounded Cape Horn, 
reached San Francisco Bay on the last day of July 1849, and operated on the 
west coast during the most tempestuous year of the gold rush. She got underway 
homeward on the fourth of July 1850, and reached New York on 7 January 
1851. 
Leave and a tour of duty in Union, the receiving ship at Philadelphia, 
ensued before Read reported to the side-wheel steamer Saranac in the autumn 
of 1853. She took him to the Mediterranean, but he left that ship while she was 
still in European waters and returned to the United States for duty at the 
Portsmouth (N.H.) Navy Yard. Meanwhile, Read had been rising in rank. He 
received his commission as master effective 12 April 1853 and was promoted 
to lieutenant on 6 February 1854. 
Read joined the wardroom of the sloop-of-war Falmouth in the fall of 
1854, departed Norfolk, Va., in her on 16 December 1854, and cruised through 
the West Indies unsuccessfully seeking information concerning Albany. That 







sloop-of-war had departed Aspinwall, Colombia (now Colon, Panama), on 29 
September 1854 and had not been heard from since sailing. 
Soon after Falmouth returned to New York in August, Read was 
shocked to be "dropped from the Navy" on 13 September 1855 in compliance 
with the recommendation of a board of officers charged with carrying "... into 
execution an act [of Congress] to promote the efficiency of the Navy." He 
appealed this decision and was reinstated in rank by a board of inquiry in 1858. 
His first ship following his return to duty was Supply which departed 
New York in the autumn of 1858 and took him back to South American waters 
as a part of Commodore Shubrick's expedition to demand an apology and 
retribution for the death of Water Witch's helmsman. That sailor had been killed 
by fire from Paraguayan batteries upon his side-wheel steamer as she explored 
the Parana River and its tributaries. Following the resolution of the dispute 
between the United States and Paraguay through diplomacy backed by a highly 
visible display of American seapower, Supply operated off the coast of Africa, 
along the Atlantic coast of the United States, and in the Gulf of Mexico. 
Supply arrived at Pensacola, Fla., on 7 December 1860, just a month 
and a day after Lincoln was elected President, precipitating the secession crisis. 
A bit over a week later, Wyandotte entered the Navy yard at that port to have 
her hull scraped. That screw steamer was short of officers due to the resignation 
of Southerners, so Read was detached from Supply and assigned to the new 
arrival. In her he helped to prevent Fort Pickens from falling into Confederate 
hands. However, while doing so, he became ill and was sent home to recuperate. 
Ready for duty again, Read took command of the newly acquired New 
London when she was commissioned at New York on 29 October 1861. 
Assigned to the Gulf Squadron, his screw steamer was stationed in Mississippi 
Sound where, shortly before midnight on 21 November 1861, she joined screw 
gunboat R. R. Cuyler in taking the lumber-laden schooner Olive. In ensuing 
months, New London took over 30 prizes. Her success was so remarkable that 
Flag Officer Farragut felt that he must hold New London in his new command 
even though she had been assigned to the eastern group when the Navy divided 
its forces in the gulf into two squadrons. "... Lieutenant Read's having made her 
such a terror to the Confederates in this quarter," he explained, "... that justice 
to the service required me to keep her . . .."She was, he maintained, " . . . 
absolutely necessary to command the inland passage . . .." 
Read and his ship were ever ready to face up to any challenge which 
confronted them. When he found "... two rebel steamers. . . at Pass Christian . . 








Pamlico, and CSS Oregon, and drove them off to the protection of Southern 
shore batteries after a two-hour engagement. 
A bit over a year later, on 18 April 1863, Read, who had been promoted 
to lieutenant commander on 16 July 1862, led a boat expedition which landed 
near the lighthouse at Sabine Pass. It was attacked by a large force of 
Confederate troops who had been hiding behind the light keeper's house. All 
but one member of Read's crew were wounded as they raced back to their boat 
and rowed to New London. Read himself suffered a serious gunshot wound of 
the eye. Yet, despite his painful injury, he remained on duty until New London 
returned to New Orleans late in May for repairs. 
While work on New London was still in progress, Read was detached 
from her on 22 June 1863 and ordered to relieve Capt. Melancton Smith in 
command of Monongahela. Six days later, his new ship headed up the 
Mississippi to defend Donaldsonville, La., which was then being threatened by 
Southern troops. As its beleaguered riparian fortresses at Vicksburg and Port 
Hudson were about to slip from its grasp, the Confederacy was struggling 
desperately, albeit vainly, to maintain some hold on the river. New London 
spent the ensuing days patrolling the Mississippi between Donaldsonville and 
New Orleans. On the morning of 7 July 1863, Southern forces opened fire on 
the ship with artillery and musketry when she was about 10 miles below 
Donaldsonville. A shell smashed through the bulwarks on her port quarter 
wounding Read in his abdomen and his right knee. He was taken to a hospital 
at Baton Rouge where he died on the evening of the next day. 
Farragut and the other officers of the squadron were lavish in praise of 
their fallen comrade. The admiral said that Read had "... perhaps done as much 
fighting as any man in this war . . .." "The very mention of his name," Farragut 
maintained, "was a source of terror to the rebels." On another occasion, the 
admiral said, "I know nothing of him prejudicial as a man, but I do know that 
no Navy can boast a better officer and I deem him a great loss both to the Navy 
and to his country." 
The Abner Read (DD-526) was laid down on 30 October 1941 at San 
Francisco, Calif., by the Bethlehem Steel Company; launched on 18 August 
1942; sponsored by Mrs. John W. Gates, the wife of Capt. John W. Gates; and 
commissioned on 5 February 1943, Cmdr. Thomas Burrowes in command. 
The destroyer held shakedown along the California coast into April 
1943 and then got underway with Task Group (TG) 51.2, bound for the Aleutian 
Islands. She assumed patrol duties on 4 May and, on the 11th, shelled targets 
on Attu Island supporting soldiers of the Army's Seventh Division who landed 







and were assaulting that island. The destroyer again bombarded Attu on the 
16th before returning to San Diego, which she reached on the last day of May. 
After two weeks in drydock at San Francisco, Abner Read got underway 
on 14 June 1943 for Adak, Alaska. Upon her arrival there, she joined Task Force 
(TF) 16 and, soon thereafter, began patrolling the waters around Kiska Island. 
On 22 July, as part of TG 16.22, she took part in a heavy bombardment of Kiska. 
Between 12 and 15 August, the destroyer again shelled Kiska in support of 
landing operations on that island. On 17 August, U.S. forces discovered that 
Japan had removed its forces from the island. While she was patrolling off 
Kiska that night, Abner Read was shaken by an explosion aft at 0150. The exact 
cause of the blast was unknown, and it was later thought that the destroyer had 
struck a mine. The concussion tore a huge hole in her stern and ruptured her 
smoke tanks. Men sleeping in aft compartments suffered from smoke 
inhalation. In the darkness, a few men fell through holes in the deck into fuel 
oil tanks below. Soon the stern broke away and sank. Once in the water, the 
men recovered from the effects of the smoke and could breathe. Abner Read 
was taken under tow by the fleet tug Ute (AT-76) at 0355 and was pulled to 
Adak for temporary repairs. The destroyer lost 70 men who were killed or 
missing, and another 47 were wounded. 
Following a month of temporary repair work in various Alaskan ports, 
Abner Read was towed by Oriole (AT-136) to the Puget Sound Navy Yard, 
Bremerton, Wash., where she was laid up on keel blocks on 7 October 1943 to 
receive extensive repair work. The yard work was finished on 21 December 
1943, and the destroyer commenced training exercises and trials. She moved to 
Pearl Harbor in February 1944; and, while she was underway for Hollandia, 
New Guinea, her starboard propeller was damaged. This accident required her 
to put in to Milne Bay, New Guinea, on 1 March for repairs. The ship was then 
attached to TF 75 and participated in the bombardment of Hollandia on 22 
April. She provided fire support for the initial landing at Humboldt Bay by the 
central attack group in Operation Reckless. Her next targets were on the Wakde 
Islands off the coast of Dutch New Guinea. She sought to neutralize Japanese 
airstrips located there by concentrated bombardment, which she conducted on 








Japanese batteries which had been hindering the efforts of American motor 
torpedo boats to destroy enemy barge traffic. 
The destroyer rendered fire support for the landings at Arara, New 
Guinea, and bombarded the Wakde-Toem area on 17 May. As part of TG 77.3, 
she pounded Japanese targets on Biak in the Schouten Islands. From 8 to 9 June, 
she was involved in an engagement with a Japanese task force off the north 
coast of Biak. Abner Read took part in a night bombardment of Wewak on 18 
and 19 June. Her next target was Noemfoor Island, which she hit on 2 July to 
cover the landing operations on the island. Following this extended period of 
action, she retired to Seeadler Harbor for tender availability. 
Getting underway on 8 August 1944, Abner Read made a trip to Sydney, 
Australia, before returning to proceed to supporting the seizure of Morotai on 
15 September in the Halmahera group. Her next action was a shore 
bombardment on Ponam Island in the Admiralties on 7 October. On 17 October, 
she then began steaming toward Leyte Gulf, and she entered San Pedro Bay on 
the 20th, D-day for Leyte, and patrolled off the beachheads in ensuing days. 
In the hope of turning back the American invasion, the Japanese struck 
back fiercely with sea and air power. On 1 November 1944, the Japanese 
launched kamikaze attacks on ships of TG 77.1, which was patrolling lower 
Leyte Gulf to protect the beachhead. At approximately 1341, an Aichi D3A 
Type 99 carrier bomber [Val] burst into flames and plunged toward Abner Read. 
A bomb from the raider dropped down one of the destroyer's stacks and 
exploded in her after engine room. The plane, in the meantime, came down 
diagonally across the main deck, setting fire to the entire after section. The ship 
lost water pressure and this made firefighting efforts impossible. At 1352, a 
tremendous internal explosion occurred, causing her to list about 10 degrees to 
starboard and to sink by the stern. At 1415, Abner Read rolled over on her 
starboard side and sank stern first. Destroyers quickly came to the aid of 
survivors and rescued all but 22 members of Abner Read's crew. 
Abner Read received four battle stars for her World War II service. A 
second destroyer, DD-769, was assigned the name Abner Read but her 












Charles Abela, S3/c 
Indio, CA 
 
I was born and grew up in San Francisco My birthdate is April 7, 1922. 
I had one sister and two brothers. Before the Abner Read, I had had R.O.T.C. 
in high school, so I had no previous Navy experience. I reported to the Abner 
Read in 1942 and put her in commission. I worked at Bethlehem Steel Company 
in 1941 as a pipe fitter and helped build the Read. I was a seaman third class, 
or apprentice seaman.  
At Kiska, when the ship was hit, I was stationed in the No. 2, 5-inch, .38 
shell room. The blast knocked most of the shells off the rack and pinned me 
between them. I had a lacerated left leg. I returned to Bremerton on the 
Jonathan Harrington after treatment on my leg at the hospital on Adak. My 
first wife and I stayed at Port Orchard while ship was being repaired.  
My battle station as of November 1, 1944, was the 5-inch, .38 turret as 
shell man. I stayed aboard as long as possible before abandoning ship because 
of the fire alongside of the mount where the kamikaze plane hit after the bomb 
hit our stack. A seagoing tug picked me up after a two-hour wait in the water. I 
eventually came home on the Lurline. I was discharged in November, 1944. I 
spent some time on Treasure Island in San Francisco before discharge for an 
operation on my nose that was bothering me because of a previous injury. I 
remembered my shipmates because we all boozed together on shore. I 
remember Bob Brewer, Teeny Chase, Ray Cole, Bob Hill, and Bill Brewer.  
My last fifteen years before retiring in 1984 was as a landscaper. I also 
worked for United Artists as a greensman for a short time helping make movies 
and commercials. I have been married three times. I have two children and three 
grandchildren. I was a commodore of the Bel Marin Yacht Club in 1973-1974. 
Bel Marin Yacht Club is in Marin County about 60 miles north of San Francisco 
My wife and I lived on the water just outside of San Pablo Bay. The Read passed 
under the Golden Gate Bridge coming home from shakedown, just 15 miles 
from where we lived.  
  







James E. Alcorn, EM1/c 
Redding, CA 
 
I was born in Peterson, IA, in 1909, and lady, believe me, I’m old. I 
grew up in Iowa until I was about 17, and at that time, the only way to get away 
from the corn belt or get out and off the farm was to join one of the services. 
So, I joined the Navy when I was 17. 
 Well, I went from there to boot camp in Great Lakes. Then from there 
to the west coast and went aboard the battleship Colorado. I stayed there a 
couple of years, and then went to China, where I then went aboard the Jason 
there and went up the Yangtze River and served on three or four gunboats up 
there for two or three years. When that was all over, I came back to the states 
and got paid off in about ’33. 
 From there on, I bummed around for about nine years. I didn’t do much 
of anything constructive or worthwhile, but I finally ended up in ‘Frisco 
working in the shipyards there up at the Union Ironworks where the Abner Read 
was built. We were converting transports and luxury liners to troop carriers. I 
worked there until, well let’s see, December 7, 1941. I was working there in the 
shipyard and I stayed there about six or seven months and the flags got to 
waving too much, so I reenlisted October 20, 1942. 
 I reported in at a receiving ship at Terminal Island on Long Beach and 
from there, there were five us transferred to the Abner Read up in ‘Frisco. We 
came up and went aboard there and stayed there until the christening. Of course, 
then we were over for outfitting at Hunters’ Point, ship’s crew gathering, and 
this, that, and the other. Then, the shakedowns and all the usual things that go 
on to put a new ship in commission. From there we made a couple of tryout 
runs and went to the Aleutians. Of course, everyone knows the story there, we 
hit that mine in August. 
 When it happened, it was about 1:40 in the morning and I had just come 
up out of the after steering station. I was electrician on watch and making my 
rounds. I came up out of the after steering station where I had been talking to 
Mike Kuhlachek, a second class metalsmith, I think he was, or first class. But 
anyway, I had gotten about 50 feet forward of the K-guns on the starboard side 








loud explosion or big flare of fire or anything in the sky. It was just a terrific 
thud. This ship raised and I almost went to my knees. The it settled down again. 
I looked aft, and the No. 5 turret was in a very strange position. It was canted 
clear to the starboard side and swinging out. Most of the guns were canted 
down, but I didn’t pay too much attention to that. After that, I went forward and 
went across ship to port side where there was four of five people who were 
there. I heard the captain on the bridge say, “What the hell happened?” 
Evidently, it was the officer of the day on watch there who said, “I don’t know, 
sir, but don’t you think we’d better find out?”  
About that time, they ascertained the ship wasn’t going to sink. A few 
moments later they passed the word, “Do not abandon ship.” Meanwhile, the 
port action was all on the port side. It seems the ship was making a turn and you 
could hear people in the water. There was some young sailor, I don’t know who 
he was, big husky young fellow who was down over the side on a Jacob’s ladder 
or sea ladder, rather, with a line around his waist. He was passing two or three 
people up to us, and we pulled them up on deck. By the way, that was where 
Chamberlain, boatswain’s mate first class, came out of the water. We found out 
later that some of that smoke screen chemical had burned him pretty bad across 
the shoulders and on the chest. He was a pretty husky fellow, in the cold water, 
and he lived through it all right. There was some little Hispanic fellow there, I 
never knew who he was, I couldn’t see him. It was dark out there, of course. He 
and I went aft, and there were two guys just crawling up and out of where the 
ship had parted. We dragged them forward to the wardroom, and put them on 
the deck there. We threw blankets over them, and we went back out again. 
Meanwhile, there was a boat in the water, and you could hear voices. 
Everything after that was just confusion. Ordered confusion, but still confusion. 
So finally, when they got the lines over, they towed us into Finger Bay in Adak 
where they went to work on the ship. 
I guess they drew lots or something, but anyway, about 80 of us were 
sent back to Bremerton on a liberty ship, the Joseph P. Harrington, if I 
remember right. We were sent down, and went on the first leave party. 
Naturally, when we got back from the leave party, everybody was housed there 
in Bremerton, and that’s where the fun began. They had, over in the mud flats 
in Port Orchard, they had built prefabricated houses over there, and they sent 







all the married personnel and their families to live over there. It was during the 
rainy season, and you can believe the mud. It was about knee deep, and some 
of those poor girls were women who had never cooked on coal stoves before. It 
was quite a deal, believe me, unless you had experienced it, but we pulled 
through all right, obviously. 
 After the ship was repaired in Bremerton, we took the usual tryout runs 
and some outfitting, this, that, and the other, and went to the South Pacific. 
There was the Biak run, and Manus. Of course, we ran around again off New 
Guinea. Some Limey pilot there knew every coral reef on the New Guinea 
coast, and to show us he did know where they were, he hit one of them. “See, 
that one there is there.” 
 Anyway, they repaired the propeller there in Milne Bay and we went 
through Biak and this, that, and the other. Meanwhile, they were recruiting 
nucleus crews for new ships being built, Well, a bunch of us was selected. I 
don’t know if it was at random or how it was, but a group of us were sent back 
from Manus Island on the Long Island, a flattop, back to ‘Frisco. We laid around 
there for a while, and finally they could see the war was petering out. Of course, 
I wasn’t on there during the Leyte Gulf. I missed that, fortunately. Meanwhile, 
let me backtrack, in February, March, or April, I had gotten married to a nice 
young gal. She was young then, she’s a little older now. It has lasted all these 
some 40-odd years: 47 or 48, I don’t know. 
 Anyway, we laid around there in ‘Frisco until they kind of ran out of 
war, I guess, or something, and started paying people off. I got off and moved 
down to Long Beach. I worked in the shipyard there for a little while, and I 
could see there was no future there, so I went over to the Coast Guard and got 
my seaman’s papers for chief electrician in the Merchant Marine. I sailed out 
in the Merchant Marine for about the next 25-26 years. Finally got retirement 
time in there, and got out, and we moved up in this part of the country: Northern 
California. Beautiful country around here. It is down west of Redding, in the 
Trinity River area in Trinity County. We stayed there until finally, last summer, 
we moved into Redding, and now we live in a real nice mobile home park for 
senior citizens only. A real nice bunch of people. They’re so old they can’t be 








Francis, I think I remember one of your radiomen, a fellow by the name 
of Lappe, if I’m correct. He used to be quite a poker player. Every time there 
was a little poker game down in the corner someplace, he was always in it. If I 
remember right, he was a radioman. Also, I want to mention some of the 
shipmates, some of the special ones, so called in those days “drinking buddies.” 
There was Tripp, C.J., he was a chief machinist mate, and he has passed away. 
There was Bob Foster, he was chief fire controlman, he has since passed away. 
Then there was Solenburger, he was chief water tender. He has also passed 
away, and Davis. I don’t know whatever happened to Davis. He was electrician 
mate third class. He left the ship in Sydney, Australia. There is a story there 
about a so-called “Stinky” Davis, too. He came aboard down there. He 
staggered around in the fantail, he had been drinking pretty heavy, and he fell 
in one of the trash cans back on the fantail where they stored the garbage, and 
cut his posterior, one cheek of it, clear to the bone. The doctor had to take about 
a dozen stitches to pull it together. They sent him over to the hospital and we 
never saw him again. 
 But those fellows are the main ones we kind of socialized with, and of 
course, Clarence Martin. He was chief shipfitter. He passed away in about 1962, 
something like that. We kept in touch with them. We were pretty close friends 
up until Clarence passed away. Oh, and Gus Griffin. He was in that bunch that 
used to get together out at the Toreador Café there in ‘Frisco where the ships 
company hung out, up on Bush or someplace. It was just a little bar room. Every 
ship seemed to have their own hangout, you know. So that was where our gang 
hung out most of the time. I’ll tell you one sometime about Sullivan and 
Fitzgerald, too. They stole a cop’s car down in the Embarcadero, and came up 
Market Street with the siren wide open, and parked it in an alley and run to beat 
the devil. They never did catch them. They finally came back. They came up to 
the barroom where we were at, and everybody, of course, it was a great big 
thing, but they were that kind of fellows. 
  







Joe Alexander, RDM3/c 
Shreveport, LA 
 
Note: This interview is taken from a letter to Bill Pottberg dated December 11, 
1987 
 It was a surprise, and a good surprise to hear from you. Indeed, I do 
remember you Bill. I also remember some of the other guys in the Radar Gang. 
So many times, have I especially thought about you and Paul Denes. Remember 
Paul and I were on the same watch in radar room of combat information center. 
Frank Goodrich and Johnny Dearth were on watch together, and Lee Carnahan 
and Walter Croft, before Kiska, were on watch together. 
 Bill, your memory serves you well. I am that “Rebel without a Cause” 
from the south with a southern accent which I do have still. I did pester the 
“Bible Thumper” and enjoyed it. I also liked to pester Frank Goodrich. It is a 
wonder that Ralph or Frank or both, didn’t get together and pitch me overboard. 
Sometimes I reflect back and think how lucky I was that they didn’t do it. I had 
really forgotten about the “Hockey Tickets” and the naked picture until you 
mentioned it. I do remember it now though. I remember, too, the time we were 
in the breakfast chow line and it was a cool morning. I mentioned something 
about it being “airish” and everyone hollered, laughing, you know, and I 
thought to myself, “Why, what in hell are they laughing about?” I found out. 
They had never heard that expression. I explained to them “airish” meant it was 
cold. 
 When I came aboard the Abner Read I felt real sad being that I knew no 
one, and was wondering where they would put me, and what I’d be doing. I 
soon realized that worrying would not solve the problem. I trusted that the good 
Lord would take care of things and he did. I couldn’t have found any group of 
people better than those that were in the Radar Gang. I mean that. 
 Getting back to myself, Bill, I was and still am small as far as my height. 
Back then, I weighed 142 lbs. and was about 5’ 4 ½”. What little hair I had was 
a dark brown. Now, since I quit smoking approximately 30 years ago, I weigh 
about 165 lbs. Those extra pounds are all stomach. Practically lost what little 
hair I had. 
 I did go to a radar school in Pearl Harbor sometime in early 1944. Came 
back aboard the Abner Read and shortly thereafter, lost the ship in Leyte Gulf. 
I did love the Abner Read and hated to see her go down. Do you know how 
many lives were lost at Leyte, and also at Kiska? I just wonder. I was 29-years-








 After survivor’s leave, I returned to Treasure Island and was there for 
only a short time. I was assigned to the cruiser Houston and was transferred to 
the Brooklyn Navy Yard in Brooklyn. About the time the ship was repaired, the 
war ended. I was discharged at Long Island sometime in October, 1945.  
 I returned to Bethany, LA, and went to work as a temporary mail carrier 
on a rural route. I worked there until 1950 and as I was not in good standing 
with our Congressman in Washington, D.C. I was relieved of these duties in, 
well actually, it was December 31, 1949. I then went to a business school taking 
accounting. This I did on G.I. Bill of Rights. This was a mistake. I should have 
gone to college, but didn’t realize it until it was too late. I had exhausted all of 
my G.I. Bill of Rights benefits. In 1951, I went to work for a gas company, 
Texas Easter Trans. Corp. with headquarters in Shreveport, LA. I was 
transferred to Houston in June, 1978. The company as a whole moved to 
Houston. I retired as of May, 1980, and returned to Shreveport as quickly as 
possible.  
 I married a very fine girl in October, 1952. I say fine because she had to 
be to put up with me. We have two children: a boy and a girl. We have two 
darling granddaughters. Healthwise, everything is pretty good. Naturally we are 
getting older and do have some problems. I am 72-years-old, wear glasses and 
wear two hearing aids. I still can’t hear, but my health is pretty good, and I have 
much to be thankful for. My wife has had problems for the past two years but 
at present is doing as well as can be expected. 
 
Emanuel G. “Manny” Amato, MM1/c 
Brookhaven, NY 
 
 I was born on July 22, 1917 in New York. I grew up in Philadelphia and 
Brooklyn. I was one of six children. I enlisted in Brooklyn on December 30, 
1935. I wanted to go to sea like my dad. I served on USS Badger (DD-126), 
USS Texas, and the USS Hammann, (DD-412), which was lost in the battle of 
Midway. I spent six months in the hospital between Pearl Harbor and Oak Knoll 
Hospital in California. After being declared fit for duty, I reported aboard the 
USS Abner Read (DD-526), in San Francisco on February 5, 1943. We went to 
Attu, AK. Upon return to the states, the doctor decided to return me to the 
hospital. I transferred to the San Diego Naval Hospital with internal bleeding 
from injuries received at Midway. I was transferred on August 20, 1943 to a 
receiving ship at Puget Sound Naval Shipyard in Bremerton, WA, awaiting the 
USS Abner Read. I guess they needed a crew for the USS Hailey, (DD-556), at 
the Seattle/Tacoma Shipyard. On September 30, 1943, I reported on board. 







 I visited the Abner Read when she returned from Kiska, minus her stern. 
I had a good time with the survivors, but was sorry to lose some good buddies. 
That’s the last time I was on the Abner Read. I continued to make the Navy my 
career as I had wished as a young man. I served on many ships and stations. I 
had my ups and downs as we all have. I retired as chief warrant officer 
(machinist). My retirement became effective October 1, 1958. My rating when 
I reported aboard the Abner Read was machinist mate first class. 
 I married in April, 1948. We had two children (one deceased). My wife 
is a former beautician. I asked her not to work but make a home for me and the 
kids. That she did. We have two grandchildren. I am married to the same gal 
and very happy. As a footnote, I worked for the public school system here on 
Long Island, and retired from that job in December 1979. 
 
James H. Amis, WT1/c 
El Paso, TX 
 
 I was born on August 24, 1921 at Conehatta, Newton County, MS, as 
the second oldest of 10 children. My dad’s occupation was farmer, and just prior 
to the Great Depression, was the owner and operator of a saw mill until times 
got so bad he had to close his lumber business. He then tried to scratch a living 
out of a cotton patch which was pretty hard to do at three cents a pound for 
cotton. 
 I finally graduated from high school in May, 1940 and left Mississippi 
on August 6, 1940 to attend college at New Mexico A&M (now New Mexico 
State University) on a football scholarship. During football practice one day, I 
received a severe hip pointer, and from the way the freshman coach acted, I 
decided football was not my bag of tea. With the war coming on, I decided to 
start looking out for myself. I started working for Southwestern Irrigated Cotton 
Growers Association at $24.40 per week, seven days a week. In February 1941, 
I started working for Southern Pacific Railroad as a messenger, call boy, mud 
hop, etc. in the clerical force. 
 I enlisted in the Naval Reserve in July, 1942 here in El Paso, and was 
sworn in at San Diego. The reason for the enlistment is obvious: To get away 
from the draft. I was promptly introduced to the Parade Grinders of the San 
Diego Naval Training Station. After boot camp, I was selected to attend a 
machinist school on the San Diego Naval Training Station. I was doing real 
well until I came down with an appendicitis attack and was hospitalized for 
about three weeks. I became very disappointed when I learned I wouldn’t be 








  One unusual experience I had while attending that school was the honor 
of standing inspection for President Roosevelt and California Governor Earl 
Warren one day, and the following day standing inspection for Secretary of the 
Navy, Frank Knox. This was about the most excitement I had witnessed since I 
entered the Navy. 
 I graduated from this school and was shipped out to Treasure Island in 
San Francisco Bay to await orders for assignment to a ship. I didn’t have to wait 
long. No more than one day, I believe. I can’t recall the exact date but I believe 
the sixth of February, 1943, I boarded the Abner Read as a fireman, second 
class, and was immediately promoted to fireman, first class. I was shortly 
promoted to water tender, second class. I believe I went aboard the day 
following the commissioning exercise. I still believe I was entitled to a 
commissioning plank, which I never received. I do remember, however, being 
aboard in time to take on the initial ship’s supplies. 
 After leaving Hunter’s Point Navy Yard, we began shakedown cruises 
and gunnery practice. After her proficiency test, we were assigned to Task 
Force No. 7, I believe, and headed north to Alaska. That turned out to be the 
Aleutian Islands where we made our first contact with the little Japs. We made 
or supported landings on the island of Attu, I believe, on the 15th day of May, 
1943. After the landing was secured, we returned to San Francisco, and I really 
don’t remember for why. We joined other forces for the blockade of Kiska 
Island, and spent the whole summer of 1943 patrolling off the coast of Kiska. 
One night while in this process, our radar made contact with about six surface 
vessels and we prepared for an immediate sea battle. Suddenly, the surface craft 
disappeared from our radar screens, and it was concluded that these vessels 
were Japanese submarines trying to bring in additional troops and supplies. 
 The truth was learned when we landed troops on Kiska and did not 
locate a single Jap on the island. After approximately three days of patrolling 
the island at close range, we were executing figure 8’s, and during one such 
turn, the ship struck an explosive device which immediately rendered the ship 
helpless and dead in the water. I happened to be on watch at the time in the aft 
fireroom, otherwise, had I been in my bunk asleep, I wouldn’t be here to tell 
about it. I don’t believe one person escaped from the compartment who was 
asleep at the time of the explosion. Immediately after the explosion, another 
destroyer, I believe the USS Johnson, came to our rescue, and attempted to take 
us in tow. Afterward, a seagoing tug by the name of the USS Ute took us in tow 
and towed us to Adak where some rather crude repairs were made. They fitted 
a complete bulkhead about or near the forward portion of the main deck where 
the No. 4 gun mount was secured. I’m uncertain as to the number of men that 







was killed at Kiska, but something tells me it was about 84 missing, 20-30 
injured, and one body recovered from the water. I have his name in my papers 
someplace, but I won’t take time to look for it. He was buried on Adak Island, 
and I don’t know whether he was ever brought back to the states or not. Being 
a member of the skeleton crew selected to bring the remainder of the ship back 
to Bremerton Navy Yard, we arrived on November 2, 1943, I believe. I was 
granted 19 days leave while all the other survivors were granted 30 days. 
 A funny thing happened on the expiration of leave. I noted that no time 
of day was shown on my leave papers, and the same thing happened to a 
shipmate by the name of Joe Cooksey. He and I decided to wait until 12 
midnight to return to the ship. Sure enough, they had us accused of being absent 
without leave, and had us charged for Captain’s Mast or Subpoena Court 
Martial, I can’t remember which. 
 Oh, yes, on our way from Adak to Bremerton, I witnessed an 
unbelievable sight. One morning, I came topside and walked over to the rail to 
see if I could see the tug, and noticed a white streak on the horizon. Just above 
it was a black streak. It was just as black as if it had just come off an artist’s 
brush. One could only wonder what such a spectacle could be. As we proceeded 
toward this unusual occurrence, we found the white streak to be a whale sperm, 
and the black was a school of small black birds feeding on the whale sperm. 
This of course, is only a guesstimate, but I would say there were at least one-
million black whales in the group spewing water about 30 feet into the air, 
which looked like wheat shocks from a distance. There must have been one-
billion black birds in that flock. I have never seen anything like it before or 
since that event. It’s really hard to describe. We passed right through the middle 
and became completely surrounded by both whales, sperm, and birds. 
 My experience in Puget Sound was not very exciting because of the 
amount of rain. Someone swiped my very nice raincoat from a coat hanger in 
an all-night restaurant in Seattle, which was less than pleasing. It was not much 
fun trying to get the shakes, rattles, and rolls out of this rebuilt tub. We left 
Bremerton in the latter part of February, or first week of March, 1944, and 
headed to the South Pacific. We joined the Seventh Fleet at Manus Island, and 
commenced operations throughout New Guinea. An Aussi pilot put our ship on 
a coral reef at Lae, New Guinea, and messed up two propellers so badly we 
crippled by to Port Moresby, New Guinea where we went into a floating 
drydock for repairs. It took about six weeks to get the replacement parts. After 
repairs were made, we took part in several landings along the New Guinea 
coast. We did nightly bombardments at Biak Island, and were patrolling the 








 The remainder of 1944 was pretty much routine until the first part of 
October, when we were ordered from Manus Island to Hollandia, New Guinea 
to serve as an escort to the USS Nashville. It had picked up Gen. Douglas 
McArthur to take him to Leyte Gulf on October 20, 1944. We gathered with the 
invasion force about 4 or 5 a.m. of October 20th to make the initial assault on 
the Leyte Beaches. The first two or three days, we escorted the Nashville from 
one beachhead to the other until one afternoon a single Jap torpedo plane flew 
into Leyte Gulf just above the treetops and picked out the USS Honolulu, a 
sister ship to the USS Nashville. The pilot laid at least one torpedo right beneath 
the bridge of the Honolulu and promptly flew out of the area without getting a 
feather singed.  
 My battle station was in charge of the No. 2 fireroom along with about 
eight or nine other guys. We departed Leyte Gulf in the early morning of 
November first as a member of a large task force. About 10 a.m. we were called 
to general quarters. After arriving in the aft fireroom, I found nothing unusual 
was taking place other than the loud noises of the 5-inch, .38 cal. and the 40mm 
anti-aircraft guns going off. After a few suspenseful minutes, nothing unusual 
was taking place so I decided to climb to the topside in order to get a peek. Boy, 
what a show! Every ship in the task force was firing every available gun in 
almost every direction. I was standing near the hatch to the after fireroom and 
in the vicinity of the 20mm gun mounts. A kid wearing a 2-inch CV telephone 
headset was passing orders from the bridge to fire control headquarters. It didn’t 
take long to get both eyes and both ears full, but it was quite exciting to watch 
and hear. 
 After securing from general quarters and having chow or lunch, I went 
back to reading a magazine in the same place I was at the beginning of the first 
raid. Oh, I forgot to tell of the action of the first raid. I believe the USS Claxton, 
a sister ship to the Abner Read, was in formation on our starboard quarter and 
was hit by a kamikaze that turned away from sights on the Abner Read after he 
saw he couldn’t make it in to the ship. He turned his aircraft about 160 degrees 
and dived on the Claxton, striking her on the aft portion of the ship and flipped 
into the water alongside. In the process, the bomb he was carrying exploded 
near to the starboard propeller, knocking it out of commission and blowing a 
hole in the side of the ship. We were designated to lay to with the Claxton and 
giver her all available support. We put a motor whale boat in the water and sent 
repair parties and equipment along with the ship’s doctor and whole medical 
staff to assist with the wounded. I forgot to mention earlier in the day I met the 
engineering officer on the main deck and he said to me, “Congratulations Amis, 
you made first class today.” I told him, “Thanks very much.” The difference in 







the amount of pay was about all that amounted to. I later got my rating of first 
class after earning it again aboard the USS Albert W. Grant, (DD-649). 
 Now, to continue with my magazine reading. General quarters sounded 
again and I went to the after fireroom as usual. Since we were laying to with 
the Claxton and not maneuvering, I decided to go topside again to see what was 
taking place. I could see antiaircraft ack-ack over the horizon, but nothing at all 
in the immediate vicinity. I was in the process of returning to the fireroom when 
the kid on the 2-inch CV headset passed the word to, “standby to commence 
fire.” “Commence fire,” he said again, and every gun on the ship opened up. I 
looked up and saw another Jap Val diving on us at about 60 degrees with his 
20mm and .30 cal. machine guns blasting away. Before I could slide down a 
steel ladder about 15 or 10 feet in length, the Val crashed on the main deck at 
the base of torpedo mount No. 1, and struck the after stack. Gasoline poured 
down the hatch and was forced through the air vent system like flame throwers. 
I sustained first, second, and third degree burns from my waist up to the top of 
my head. The bomb he was carrying exploded inside the No. 3 boiler casing, 
and as my luck would have it, the forced draft blower door was open. Because 
concussion follows the path of least resistance, I was blown across the fireroom, 
clear of the fire for a moment. I hit the steel floor plates face down with the 
wind knocked out of my lungs, but I knew I had to get out of there. I scrambled 
to my feet and began climbing the ladder on the port side of the ship. I finally 
reached the topside, only to find gasoline fire was causing small arms 
ammunition to explode like or worse than fireworks at the fourth of July picnic. 
I finally got stabilized a little and began to wonder where I should go. I 
finally decided to go forward because I could see several guys had gathered on 
the forecastle. In trying to make my way through the weather break between the 
rail and the superstructure, the guys that had gathered on the forecastle started 
running aft and jammed my burned arms into the side of the weather break. This 
peeled the hide off my arms just as though you were removing a pair of 
stockings. I then backed up against a bulkhead beneath the superstructure and 
tried to compose myself by pushing my back against the bulkhead but I was so 
frightened I couldn’t keep my knees from knocking together. I don’t know how 
long I stayed there, but I was still there when a horrible explosion blew the ship 
out of the water when the No. 4 gun magazine and handling room blew up. The 
guys running from the forecastle aft that jammed my arms had spotted 
torpedoes coming toward the ship and missed by less than 20 feet. I finally 
made my way to the forecastle and the skipper on the bridge was screaming to 
man those guns. I laid a powder can down that I had found some place and 








to handle ammo if possible. Just as I arrived at the top of the ladder, the skipper 
passed the word to abandon ship. I made my way back down the ladder only to 
find that one of my good buddies was in possession of my powder can and I 
didn’t know which one. I finally walked over to the rail on the port side and 
mustered enough courage to jump some 30 or 40 feet into the salt water. I 
thought I was in pain until that salt water did its part. I finally kicked off my 
shoes and socks in order to swim. I began trying to swim away from the ship 
with that loose skin from my arms waving in the water. I was really afraid of 
attracting sharks or some other flesh-eating monster. Thank goodness that 
didn’t happen. 
 After some time in the water, a motor whale boat came along and fished 
me out of the water. I couldn’t believe how much more painful it would be out 
of the water than in it. Before arrival alongside the vessel that picked us up, the 
pain became so unbearable I decided to jump back into the water. Rather than 
try to get me back into the boat, they allowed me to hold onto the side until they 
brought us up to a rope ladder at the ship’s side to try and climb aboard. 
Somehow, I finally got to the main deck of the Claxton (I believe). They 
immediately gave me a shot of morphine and immediately the pain began to 
subside. Finally, they began to dress my wounds with melted Vaseline gauze 
strips about two-inches by two-inches, and then dry gauze on top of it. After the 
dressings were applied, I got a glimpse in a mirror and I looked like a modern-
day Egyptian mummy. They then put four guys in a cubicle in officers’ quarters 
and gave each of us a 4 oz. bottle of 100 proof brandy. The other guys wouldn’t 
drink theirs so I had four bottles at my disposal and I made use of each one of 
them in short order. 
 After arrival back in Leyte Gulf they put us aboard the APH-8 but I 
don’t remember the name of the ship. It was called an attack personnel hospital 
ship painted war colors and guns all over it. We stayed there in Leyte Gulf for 
about a week or more, and finally got underway to Hollandia, New Guinea, 
where we were transferred to the troop transport USS Lurline. We left Hollandia 
and went to Brisbane, Australia, and picked up some more casualties. We made 
a 12-day nonstop trip to San Francisco where we received 30 days leave from 
Treasure Island Receiving Station. 
 On return from leave I was immediately assigned to the Albert W. Grant, 
(DD-649), on which I served until December, 1945. I was discharged at 
Terminal Island Receiving Station at Los Angeles on December 15, 1945. I 
came back to El Paso and visited around for about a month then returned to 
work with Southern Pacific Railroad Company and worked there until 
retirement on January 21, 1980. In November 1948, I helped to organize a credit 







union for Southern Pacific Employees and I served as its manager until I retired 
from S.P. I still serve on its board of directors and have watched it grow from 
$150 in assets to $30 million. We’ll celebrate its fourthird anniversary in March 
1991. My wife helped me in this endeavor, otherwise I couldn’t have handled 
two fulltime jobs. My wife and I have three children: Two daughters and a son. 
We have six grandchildren: five boys and one girl. I spent four birthdays in the 
Navy: The first one in San Diego, the second one in Cold Bay, Aleutians, the 
third in Sydney, Australia, and the fourth in Cold Bay, Aleutians again. 
 
Boyd Anderson, RM3/c 
Fairchild, WI 
 
 I enlisted in Los Angeles, went to boot camp in San Diego, and radio 
school in Los Angeles. The night we hit the mine at Kiska, I was asleep in the 
middle aft compartment. My bunk was at midships. I came to on the deck in 
several inches of water. It was pitch dark. I made my way starboard to get 
forward to the next compartment to get up the double ladders. I couldn’t get 
through the hatch, something was blocking it. There was a big vibration and 
whatever was blocking the hatch gave way, and I was able to get through. I saw 
the stern was gone. I went to the ladder but of course it was gone. Machinist’s 
mate, second class Fudge came, and we agreed that the ship was sinking. We 
started to swim away, but when we left the oil slick, the water was ice cold so 
we swam back to the ship and swam up the port side. There they threw us lines 
and pulled us up to the deck. I was put in the Adak hospital and soon put on a 
ship and taken to Mare Island Naval Hospital. From there, I was sent to a 
convalescent hospital in Idaho. I was released and sent to the Bremerton 
Receiving Station. I soon learned the Abner Read was there, and I asked to come 
aboard.  
 In Leyte Gulf, I was in the main radio shack when we got hit. I 
abandoned ship off the port bow. I was picked up by a destroyer, and taken to 
the Pinkney, then to the Lurline, and back to San Francisco There I had an 
operation on my lower spine and was discharged in August 1945. 
 After the war, I went back to the meat business and became a meat buyer 
and director of meat operations for a supermarket chain in southern California. 
I retired in 1987. My wife and I have been married 24 years. It’s a second 
marriage for us both. Together we have two daughters, one son, and six 
grandchildren. My wife is a writer and an avid antique buff. Upon retiring we 
decided to leave the city and find a better place to live. After looking in several 








in Wisconsin. Our little village is surrounded by great fishing lakes and deer 
amble through our yard. We are living an almost perfect retirement. The 
memories of ‘Lil Abner come to me very often and are precious and dear to me. 
 
Arnold “Maxie” Bauer, M1/c 
El Cajon, CA 
 
 I was born October 26, 1917 on a farm near Golden Valley, ND. I lived 
on this farm until I was four, then on into Golden Valley until age 8. Then Bridal 
Veil Falls, ID, then on to Walla Walla, WA during 1929, and then on to West 
Linn, OR. The next year on to Oregon City, and the area where I lived until I 
joined the service on July 15, 1936. There were five boys and one girl in my 
family plus two half-sisters. 
 I spent five years on the USS Vestal (AR-4). On December 5, 1941, my 
ship moved alongside the USS Arizona to give them much needed repairs, 
starting on the sixth. The morning of the Seventh, my good friend “Tex” on the 
Arizona was going to give two of us a very special breakfast at 0700. He was 
just too busy at that time so we strolled around awhile and returned to the ship 
at 0750 for a half hour. While looking across the fleet landing, we saw the 
planes come in over the mountains, over the fleet landing, and drop their 
torpedoes onto the New Mexico, the Oklahoma, and two underneath my ship. 
The torpedoes passed underneath us and hit the Arizona. First a 5-inch gun was 
torn from the Arizona deck, and the crew that had manned it landed on our deck 
all around me. A few minutes later the Shaw exploded, followed by the Arizona, 
which sent a tower of flames straight up, and another that went over our bridge. 
Just then, I was called below, and while in the carpenter shop talking to my 
young assistant Ried, an armor piercing bomb came down on the ladder next to 
us, on to young Ried, taking part of his body with it. A piece of the deck tore 
off, zoomed across the space, and tore the buttocks off another friend of mine, 
Romanczyk.  
We felt the ship shiver and we knew we had been hit forward also. We 
were now told to assist some Arizona sailors out of the ship’s side through a 
very large hole. We brought out seven, all blinded by the explosion, and 
terrifically burned. One so badly that his hand came off in mine as I handed him 
over to the Vestal. We could now see that we were sinking fast. First because 
of the bomb going through the ship and not exploding, and second because the 
Arizona was pulling us over. We now cut the lines holding the ships together. 
We were pulled away by a tug, and headed for Aiea to run aground so we would 
not sink further. That evening, a large boatload of us went on Ford Island to 







assist where we could. We spent the night in a burnt-out hangar. The next day 
we were sent onto the bottom of the Oklahoma to help people out of there. I 
saw seven overjoyed men come out. All summer we worked on damaged ships. 
As a diver, I worked for some time in the Arizona removing equipment 
necessary to other ships like the Enterprise, South Dakota, among others. Then 
on, here and there. When in Nouméa, I transferred back to the states for new 
construction. 
 I reported to the Abner Read and was in the commissioning crew. My 
rate was metalsmith, first class. I was usually on the deck aft during general 
quarters and often on the bridge as an observer when we bombarded the islands 
of Attu and Kiska. My berth had been moved from back aft to the bow the day 
before the mine incident. Also, I was slated for the 12-4 that night, but the other 
watch stander wanted off work detail so he stood the fatal watch in my stead in 
the steering engine room. Now, also instead of sleeping aft, I slept forward that 
fatal night, and instead of going down with the ship, I was only tossed around 
a bit. My back was very sore but I quickly went topside to investigate, going aft 
‘till I came to the end of the deck, just barely noting the difference tween deck 
and water in the pitch blackness. I heard water running then made my way down 
the scuttle over my shop, and landed in a foot of water. I tried to close the hatch, 
but a blanket had become lodged in it, and I had a devil of a time trying to 
remove it. I then opened a lower scuttle and let the water run down below. I 
called the engine room and they pumped it out. I then went on the other side of 
the ship and found that scuttle open also. I did the same there. Since I was now 
the only metal man aboard, the engineer officer checked to see what I could do. 
After sealing up what pipes were leaking, we started to build a rudder to assist 
in steerage. When we got into port I know found myself in a bad way due to 
exposure and spent a stint in the hospital there with lobar pneumonia. 
 When the ship was commissioned I was given the assignment of 
engineers’ storekeeper in addition to my regular duties. This is what I now 
proceeded to do. I spent my time replacing lost and damaged equipment while 
the ship was in Puget Sound being repaired. I had left the Vestal because I could 
not get advanced in rate. I now had the same trouble with the chief engineer. 
After three years as first class, he did not want to see me leave so he would not 
recommend me. A month later I was gone anyway, heading for a new 
construction. I must not have been completely cured because in the receiving 
ship I had another case of lobar pneumonia. 
 I spent the next 16 years in the Navy, serving a total of 24 years. I turned 
in my retirement papers, and in August 1960, I was a free man. Of the shipmates 








others, but when you see them as you see them now, I cannot be sure. My best 
friends were lost in the stern’s sinking. After I left the service I came back to a 
home I bought in 1952 in El Cajon. It took two months to fix it up. Then I 
worked for a chemical company a few years and on to the county as a probation 
officer. In the meantime, I got my BS degree here at the University of San 
Diego. I worked in the county jail, boys’ and then girls’ juvenile hall, etc. I 
retired the last time in 1977. On March 8, 1945, I married my wife in Tacoma, 
WA. She was a telephone company supervisor at the main office. We have a 
son and a daughter. Neither have children. My stained-glass hobby turned into 
a business here and I now have really more than I can handle. I am on the board 
of governors here in a venture we invested in. 
 
Wesley O. Baumann, Ens. 
Carson City, NV 
 
 January 2, 1921 is the date of my birth in Fallon, NV. I grew up in 
Fallon. My father died before I was born. My mother raised my sister, brother, 
and myself. I entered the Navy in June 1940 in Annapolis, MD at the U.S. Naval 
Academy. I reported to the Abner Read the day it arrived in Bremerton after it 
was returned from the Aleutians. I came on board with the rank of ensign. I 
watched the new stern being constructed in drydock prior to arrival of the Read. 
I stayed aboard during the entire repair. Riveting hammers made sleeping next 
to impossible. I spent the entire time of the shakedown as liaison officer with 
the training station on Treasure Island. 
 Prior to sinking, my watch station was as the main 5-inch gun director, 
and my battle station was as the heavy machine gun officer, main director 
platform. I abandoned ship on the portside bow, just as it was raising up prior 
to the final plunge. Shipmate Jim Chase and I stayed in the water after putting 
two other injured shipmates into an overloaded whale boat. This boat was 
supposed to return to pick us up, but the coxswain was misinformed that another 
boat had picked us up. We floated down the strait for a long time, holding on to 
a coconut for stability. The one lifejacket that we had was not floatable because 
it had been used too long as a seat cushion. We could see no other ships nor 
debris from our spot in the water, only the rising smoke from burning oil where 
the Read had sunk. We heard the sound of a motorboat long before we could 
see it. Someone had sent a boat on a final sweep through the widely scattered 
debris. We were scooped up! I thought I was in good shape, but I was so 
exhausted that the weight of my hand would not raise from the water surface 
upward to the gunnel. A husky sailor grabbed my belt and dragged me over the 







edge of the boat like a bundle of wet rags. We were delivered to the damaged 
destroyer that the Abner Read was guarding when sunk. I was taken on to the 
Pinkney and then back to the states on the Lurline. 
 I remained in the Navy for 26 years. I retired in 1966 and went to work 
for the highway department of the state of Nevada. After 17 years I retired from 
the state of Nevada. My wife and I have been married 48 years. We have two 
sons and have four grandchildren. I am now living in my 2first home. I’m tired 
of traveling. 
 
Orville A. Beardsley, Ck 
Clearlake Highlands, CA 
 
I was born October 11, 1921 in Orchard, NE. I grew up in Omaha and 
went to San Francisco when I was nineteen. Approximately eight months after 
the war started, I enlisted in the Navy at Oakland. I went to boot camp in San 
Diego and went into cook and baker’s school there. Then directly on to the 
Abner Read. 
 About the incident at Kiska: The cooks and bakers had a small 
compartment aft, right under the ladder to topside. At the time of the explosion, 
we opened the hatch to go out and were looking into the water. We had the 
ladder to topside in our compartment and got out that way. Later we were not 
allowed to go down there, so I lost all my belongings. A temporary rudder was 
rigged up and operated with pulleys and chains. I stayed aboard and assisted as 
we were towed to Bremerton via the inland channel. Everyone was P.O.’ed 
because they had the stern section half built when we got there. 
 When the ship was repaired, I think we went to Treasure Island where I 
was transferred off. I was discharged at Pleasanton, CA in 1946. When I got 
out, I went to work for Fisher Body Company in Oakland for five years. I then 
joined the Alameda County Sherriff’s Department where I spent 17 years and 
retired at the age of 50. I moved to Clearlake, CA and have been here 17 years. 









Joseph W. Becicka, WT1/c 
Cedar Rapids, IA 
 
 I was born and raised on a small farm, about 120 acres, east of Ely, IA 
and south of Cedar Rapids, on September 5, 1918 as one of a large family of 
nine. I grew up here, and attended a small country school of 5 or 6. The school 
closed in my eighth year and we were sent to high school in the town of Ely. I 
graduated in 1936, but never went any farther than the 12th grade. Maybe they 
were glad of that. I stayed on the farm after graduation for about a year and then 
decided that wasn’t the life for me and enlisted in the Navy. 
 I graduated out of Great Lakes Naval Training Center in 1938, and put 
in for the USS Chicago. I went aboard that year. We visited many ports on this 
good ship, including Hawaii, as part of the Pineapple Fleet. We went to Samoa, 
Australia, Panama, Haiti, Cuba, and others. There were also summer trips to 
San Francisco, Portland, and Seattle, but pay went too fast to really do anything. 
My enlistment expired just before the war and I and came out for 90 days until 
Uncle Sam got on my back. I re-enlisted in January of 1942 and got the mighty 
USS Laffey (DD-459). 
 We saw quite a bit of action in the South Pacific. We ran up face-to-face 
with a Jap battleship in the Battle of Guadalcanal and were sunk the dark night 
of November 13, 1942. The ship actually blew up in our faces. Somehow, I 
survived without a scratch. For all the ship’s effort it was awarded the 
Presidential Unit Citation. Survivors stayed on Guadalcanal for about three 
weeks and finally returned to good old USA. We received new set of clothes at 
the San Diego sub base, and went on 30 days leave. I came back to San 
Francisco and was assigned to the USS Abner Read for commissioning and sea 
trials. Later it operated in the North Sea around Kiska, Attu in the Aleutian 
Islands when a torpedo or whatever wiped out the after compartments, props, 
and whatever. I was sleeping forward and had a rude awakening when I landed 
from the upper bunk to the deck. 
 They towed the ship from there down around Alaska, through the Inland 
Passage, and back to Bremerton. I don’t remember where we stopped in Alaska, 
but I do remember I had one heck of a time. I don’t remember how long we 
were in Puget Sound Navy Yard, but I believe we all got about 22 days leave. 
Here I married my wife to whom I am still married.  
 I came back from leave and we departed for San Francisco, and then left 
again for the South Pacific. I should say somewhere here that I made water 
tender, first class, in the after fireroom. Somewhere around New Guinea, or just 







before the big push on the Philippines, I was sent back to the states for 
reassignment and missed out on the sinking of the ship. 
 Anyway, again in San Francisco, I asked for another destroyer and 
instead got a damned repair ship, USS Xanthus, being built at Boston Navy 
Yard. Another wait and commissioning. My wife came out to Boston with me 
and it was winter: Snow and cold. When this was over, we came through the 
canal via Adak and Alaska and ended up in the god forsaken city of Ominato, 
Japan. To beat all, while we were in Boston, the war was over. But I did make 
chief water tender during this time. My enlistment would expire soon so I was 
sent back to the states and was separated from the service in January 1946.  
Home at last, but jobs were scarce. I remember starting my first job at 
$0.65 an hour, but I did get another job at Iowa Electric Light and Power 
Company and retired from there in 1981. During that time, I stayed in the Naval 
Reserve, retiring that in 1960 with a total of 23 years and eligible for a pension. 
I am still a member of Branch 216 of the Fleet Reserve Association.  
Now I am 72-years-old, in pretty good health, have a good marriage to 
my wife. We have three children and four grandchildren. I remember most of 
the shipmates from the Black Gang (engineer’s force). Being on about four 
ships in a short time, sometimes, it is confusing. I remember Waddell well 
because I smoked the cigars his dad sent him and he didn’t want. Max Davis 
(after fireroom) was a good man and made good coffee. Gus Griffin and 
Fitzpatrick are both deceased. I hate to look at the deceased list, but running 
down the roster brings back a lot of memories. We really had a bash in the after 
engine room one New Years’ Eve, and I sure am glad we never got caught or 
we would still be sitting it out in San Francisco  
 
Samuel Blain, Y3/c 
Sweet Springs, MO 
 
 I was born October 27, 1923 in Chouteau, OK where my mother was 
teaching school. I came to a farm near Sweet Springs, MO to live with my 
grandmother Blain when I was four-years-old. I graduated from Sweet Springs 
High School in 1941. I left Missouri for Kilgore, TX to live with my mother, 
and attend Kilgore College in the fall of 1941. I enlisted in the Navy in 
Longview, TX on December 7, 1942, and was sworn in at Dallas, TX on 
December 8, 1942, voluntarily, as an AS V-6 USNR for the duration and 6 
months. I took boot camp in San Diego and upon completion, caught scarlet 
fever and was sent to Balboa Park Naval Hospital for three weeks. I missed 








hospital care, I was sent to the San Diego receiving ship to be transferred to the 
USS Abner Read at Oakland. I reported aboard the Abner Read approximately 
one week after commissioning as a seaman, second class, with nine other sailors 
including R.D. Lewis. 
 I had several battle stations, but most were in 5-inch, .38 handling rooms 
or magazine, and on depth charges. During the Attu operation, I was a shellman 
in the No. 2, 5-inch, .38 magazine as a battle station. I stood watch on the port 
I-gun depth charge rack. At Kiska, I was given a battle station in No. 2, 5-inch 
upper handling room as first shellman. I did return to Bremerton on the Abner 
Read. We were towed by a tug from the disaster site to the Markab, a tender at 
Adak. Admiral Kinkaid came aboard and reviewed the damage which was later 
named an underwater explosion or mine blast. I was a pall bearer for one of my 
shipmates, an radioman, second class, who was buried on Adak. 
 We were towed by the Oriole, a tug from Adak, to Dutch Harbor where 
a false rudder was installed to allow us to steer the Abner Read through the 
Inland Passage. After we left Dutch Harbor, we came by Kodiak, Glacier Bay, 
Sitka, and Ketchikan. We arrived in Bremerton on October 6, 1943. I was on 
leave for 19 days. Each of the crew was assigned a bunk on a river boat in the 
bay while repair work was being done. I stood fire watches besides working in 
the ship’s office. 
We sailed for San Francisco after repairs. I attended two weeks training 
at the fleet operational radar training center at Treasure Island. After trial runs 
and gunnery exercises, we went to Mare Island and picked up about 100 
submarine sailors and returned them to Pearl Harbor. We were then off to the 
Marshall Islands Campaign and on to Guadalcanal, Milne Bay, and New Guinea 
to catch up with Division 48 and Squad 24 of the Seventh Fleet. We operated 
out of Manus Island in the Admiralty Group throughout the New Guinea 
Campaign. We were in the convoy who escorted General MacArthur most of 
the time. He was either on the Nashville, Boise, or Phoenix, the light cruisers. 
We were in Sydney, Australia the first two weeks of August, 1944. Upon 
returning to Manus Island, we made one operation in New Guinea and then 
assembled for the Philippine Islands.  
The Abner Read was in the group that sailed along Mindanao to Leyte. 
We were under air attack most of the time and laying smoke screens, escorting 
battle wagons, flat tops, cruisers, troop ships, etc. We had lots of K rations and 
C rations for chow. My battle station was first shellman in upper handling room 
of  the No. 4, and No. 5, 5-inch, .38 guns. We had gone to “one easy” shortly 
before the attack. I was caught in the forward shower when general quarters 
sounded. I ran as fast as I could, and was directly under the cover of the No. 4, 







40mm when the plane and bomb hit. Both of my shoes were blown off but I 
received only bruises. 
I abandoned ship by jumping from the anchor eye on port side after the 
No. 3 magazine had exploded, and was the only man on the bow when I jumped. 
I had no life jacket or powder can. After swimming for approximately one hour, 
I was picked up by a motor whale boat with some of our crew members aboard 
and was taken to a tug in the area. Later in the day, we were transferred to the 
USS Pinkney, a Marine hospital evacuation ship in Tacloban.  
We left Tacloban several hours later at night for Humboldt Bay, 
Hollandia, New Guinea, where we transferred to the Lurline, a Matson liner. 
There were about 1500 survivors and approximately 100 soldiers who were 
headed for Brisbane, Australia for rehab. After transferring the soldiers to 
Brisbane, we headed for San Francisco We arrived in ‘Frisco on December first. 
Leave started on the third for 30 days, plus six days travel. I returned to ‘Frisco 
on January ninth. 
I was put in charge of the leave office at Treasure Island for one-half 
day from noon to closing, until reassigned which lasted three weeks. I was 
assigned to new construction of the USS Columbus (CA-74) as the first 
lieutenant and damage control office yeoman at Fore River Ship Yard, Quincy, 
MA. The Columbus went in commission on June 8, 1945. We made our 
shakedown at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, for about two months. We went back to 
Boston and New York, and we were in the Hudson River for Navy Day and 
President Truman’s reviewing the fleet. The Columbus sailed through the 
Panama Canal to Pearl Harbor and on to Qingdao, China, Tokyo Bay, and 
Sasebo, Japan. We arrived back in the states at Terminal Island at San Pedro, 
CA on April 1946. I was sent to Norman, OK to be discharged as a yeoman, 
second class, V-6 USNR, on April 23, 1946. 
I attended school at Oklahoma A&M, now Oklahoma State at Stillwater, 
OK during the fall of ’46 and the spring of ’47. Lil’ Stoner, one of my 
shipmates, a torpedo man on the Abner Read, was also in school there. I married 
my wife on January 3, 1948 in Sweet Springs, MO. I worked in the oil business 
until I retired November 1, 1988 from Explorer Pipeline Company We are still 









John R. Bonga, S1/c 
Munhall, PA 
 
I was born October 19, 1923 in Homestead, PA. I had one brother who 
is also a Navy vet. I enlisted on December, 1943. I had no previous Navy 
experience before coming aboard the Abner Read in August, 1944 as a seaman, 
first class, radioman striker. I remember Manus Island three months before the 
sinking. I also remember the invasion of Halmahera. My station was the radio 
shack. When the ship sank, I jumped off port bow and was picked up by the 
Anderson. I then went to the Pinkney and later took the Lurline to San Francisco 
I put DD-863 in commission at the Brooklyn Navy Yard and was discharged 
January 26, 1946 as radioman, third class. 
I remember the radio crew: Harry, Bill, Blackie, Frank, Alex, and Chief. 
God love them. Blackie killed himself at Treasure Island, playing Russian 
Roulette. I heard he was guarding prisoners on Goat Island when this happened.  
After the war, I worked as an ironworker for 37 years when I retired. I am single 
– never married.  
 
Wayne H. Bostwick, S1/c 
Grand Rapids, MI 
 
 I enlisted on February 23, 1943 in Detroit, when I was 17 ½-years-old. 
I was 19 when the ship was sunk, having turned so on August 29, 1944. I was 
a seaman first class when I came aboard in Bremerton in late 1943, and was 
assigned to deck force. However, in early 1944, I worked my way off the deck 
force and was a signalman striker at the time our ship was sunk. In summer of 
1945 I became signalman, third class, while stationed at Puget Sound Naval 
Ammunition Depot, Bremerton. I was discharged at Bremerton on December 
11, 1945. 
 Our ship went to the Marshall Islands after torpedo practice at Hawaii. 
Also, at the time of the sinking, two of our torpedoes did come back at the ship, 
one just missing the fantail and one passing under, but low enough in the water 
to miss us. The forward port 40mm was shooting at the wakes trying to explode 
them before they reached the ship. Ken Weerheim would vouch for this as at 
that time we two were unlashing the powder charge containers to throw 
overboard for shipmates jumping who were without their life jackets. These 
aluminum, lock-top, waterproof containers were lashed down on the port side 
of the fantail next to the lifeline and Ken and I told each other goodbye as we 







saw the torpedo wakes coming at us. Needless to say, we were very glad they 
missed. 
 I have been in the carpet business most of my life, either wholesale or 
retail, or even laying carpeting, but then my knees got kind of bad and I couldn’t 
get down on them so I went into a little wood-working factory. We make lumber 
rules for measuring board feet of lumber and ship them all over the country. I 
believe we are the only ones in the United States that make them. The company 
is the Conway-Cleveland Corporation. 
 
Robert H. “Red” Bottomley, BKR2/c 
Hayward, CA 
 
 I was born in San Francisco on June 13, 1913. I was the youngest of 
seven children and grew up in San Francisco I enlisted on October 4, 1942 in 
San Francisco My wife and I both decided to do our bit for our country so she 
went into the Army nurses’ corps at Ford Ord, and I joined the Navy.  
 After I went to bakers’ school, I went on the Abner Read. We went to 
Attu and then went down to San Diego. When we reached there, I was put in 
the hospital and had an operation for varicose veins in my legs. When I had 
recovered enough from that I went by train back to Bremerton to meet the ship 
which was in drydock. I worked on the base in the bake shop for about a week 
and then went on the ship to stay and work.  
 My general quarters station was on the starboard quad gun. When the 
ship was hit, I abandoned ship off the starboard side. I got rid of my shoes and 
tried to swim. I guess I passed out because when I came to, I was on another 
ship. I was transferred to the Pinkney and we went to Brisbane, Australia. They 
told us if we could walk, we could go back to the states. I was on crutches, but 
boy, I was going to walk so I could get home. I returned to the states on the 
Lurline. I had several close buddies. One of the close buddies was Beasley. He 
was killed in the service. Another close buddy was Rotterman. He was a seaman 
or fireman, third class. I was discharged in September, 1945. 
 I married my wife on February of 1939. She was from the Hawaiian 
Islands. We had no children. She passed away on October 27, 1987. On leaving 
the service in 1945, I went to work for the Chevron Corporation. I worked for 
them in different locations in the bay area for 28 years. I retired from Chevron 
officially in 1978. For hobbies I play golf and lots of pool in our mobile park in 









William B. “Pappy” Boulton, QM3/c 
Ventura, CA 
 
My I.D. states that I am 93, and my date of birth is October 17, 1899.  
This is my story. I enlisted in the Army in WW1 at the age of 15. I hesitated 
when asked my age. The recruiting sergeant said, “You were born in 1899, 
NOW REMEMBER THAT!” I will by 90 in October, 1992. In WWI, I was 
stationed at Fort Mills, Corregidor, Philippines. I was among the first U.S. 
soldiers to be sent to Siberia. I was born in Tennessee, but grew up on a Kansas 
farm.  
Having experienced the Army, the place I wanted to be in WWII was 
the Navy. The Abner Read was my first ship. I went aboard when she was 
commissioned. Having competed a training course at the San Diego naval 
school, I went aboard the Abner Read as quartermaster, third class. At Attu, we 
covered landing troops. At Kiska, we apparently struck a mine and had about 
80 feet of the stern blown away, and lost a hell of a lot of men. I returned to 
Bremerton with the ship. Upon landing, I chased girls. Then I was transferred 
to the destroyer Rowe. In Pearl Harbor, I was hospitalized with T.B. and later 
released.  
On the Abner Read, our first commanding officer was Captain 
Burrowes, whom I admired very much. We shared a common birth date and 
seemed to read each other very well. I really like him. A young, handsome 
lieutenant, junior grade, named Hoeffer, took over my division and I had the 
privilege of sharing navigational duties with him. I returned to my position as 
an assistant cashier in the Los Angeles Post Office. I retired in 1959 as chief of 
the general accounting section.  
I married at eighteen. Later, my youthful bride blessed me with a son 
and a fine daughter who became an engineer. She married a man from France, 
but he served in the English Navy in WWII. They spend half of their year in 
their home in France. My daughter gave me a granddaughter and grandson. 
Now, I have three grandchildren. Alone and in the vet’s hospital with T.B. after 
WW2, I met a fine, caring nurse who became my wife. She died of cancer 12 
years ago. About four years ago, I met a kind lady friend and companion. All 
the ladies in my life are and were very dear to me. WWII and my Navy 
experiences had a dramatic effect on Pappy Boulton. To all the great shipmates 
of the Abner Read, “I salute you!” 
  







Bob Boyce, S3/c 
Friday Harbor, WA 
 
 I was born December 17, 1923 in Bay View, WA. I grew up in the area. 
I had one younger sister. I was working for Foss Tug Company, building tug 
boats, and decided to do something different, so I enlisted in the Navy on 
October 12, 1942 in the reserve. I took boot camp in Farragut, ID, and came 
aboard the Abner Read when it was commissioned, as a seaman, third class, in 
the engine room. Then they put us as mess cooks because they didn’t have any 
cooks. Chief Mayberry talked us into it because we would work. We were used 
to working, you know. 
 I was asleep when the Abner Read was hit on August 18. I was in the 
after bunk section. I too was dumped out of the bunk onto the deck. I returned 
to Bremerton on the Abner Read and went on leave. After we came back from 
Australia, I got off. Australia was the best time of my life. I was assigned to a 
small craft training center. I thought I would be on a tug boat but I ended up on 
a beach party on the attack transport. I got off in the Philippines when the war 
ended and spent six weeks there trying to get a ride back to the states. I came 
back to San Diego on a converted carrier. It was the Long Island or Long Beach, 
or something like that. I went to Bremerton for discharge in November of 1945. 
 Emmet Brumett was in the galley with us. Eisenbeis, Ski, Chief 
Mayberry, and Lt. Hoeffer are some I remember. After the war I went back to 
commercial fishing. I got out of that and worked on the oil dock down there for 
33 ½ years. I retired in 1988. Now I’m back in commercial fishing, salmon 
mostly, so I’m not truly retired. My wife and I were married in 1947 and we 
have two daughters and two grandchildren. My wife retired from the post office 
where she was a clerk.  
 
Francis L. Brittain, RM3/c 
Tigard, OR 
 
 I was born on December 30, 1923 in Ione, OR, population about 250. I 
grew up on a farm in Tygh Valley, OR, about 30 miles south of The Dalles and 
100 miles east of Portland. The town with about 100 people is centrally located 
in the valley which is about 6 miles long by 2 miles wide and is just east of Mt. 
Hood and the Cascade Range foothills. Indians had camped in the valley for 
generations so it was common to find stone arrowheads, spearheads, hammers, 
axes, scrapers, and other Indian artifacts in the fields and long the river, and in 








 On a high east-west ridge at the northern edge of the valley, the wagon 
wheel ruts of the Oregon Trail can still be seen. Along this route the wagon 
trains, after climbing out of the Deschutes River Canyon split to go north to 
Fort Dalles and the Columbia River or continued west to the Barlow Pass 
through the Cascades and on into the Willamette Valley. 
 My great grandfather saw this valley when in the 1850s he rode as a 
scout with two different wagon trains from Missouri to Oregon. After serving 
with the Missouri Cavalry during the Civil War, he moved to Kansas and in the 
1870’s joined a wagon train and moved his family to the valley where he settled 
and began farming. My own farming career ended in 1940, when just out of 
high school, I became more interested in other types of work and professions. 
 My first contact with the Navy was in December, 1941. At the time I 
was already enrolled in a government sponsored course for commercial 
broadcasting which the Navy recruiter advised me to finish before entering the 
Navy. By July 1942 I had completed the course, had taken the FCC 
examinations and had been issued a first-class radiotelephone license. Then I 
took the exams for the Navy’s communication program and, while I waited, I 
worked with the chief engineer at the local radio station. Acceptance into the 
communications program came from the Navy. I was enlisted at The Dalles 
and, in August, 1942, I was sworn into the Navy in Portland, OR. 
 For boot training I was shipped to the receiving station at the Puget 
Sound Naval Base at Bremerton. This was a temporary boot camp being used 
while the camp at Farragut, ID was still under construction. It was so temporary, 
that a good portion of my boot training was done under Marine drill instructors. 
Boot training lasted ten days, each day consisting of 12 to 14 hours drill and 
other training exercises followed by a period of night guard duty somewhere in 
the base, for there was still a fear of a west coast invasion at this time. Some of 
the Pearl Harbor battlewagons including the Nevada were being repaired in the 
navy yard so security was really tight. Other than a couple of reconnaissance 
flyovers by plans from subs off the coast, nothing of a serious nature developed. 
  At the completion of boot training I was assigned to an Acorn unit to 
be trained at Bremerton. These units, after combat training were assigned to 
Marine Corps units, usually raider battalions, to land with the marines and then 
act as advanced navy communications personnel. I questioned this assignment 
as being far different from the carrot the recruiter had dangled in front of me 
and got the usual Navy snow job. Then in early November when orders were 
being cut to ship the unit to Maui for final training, the Navy discovered it had 
a SNAFU condition. At 2200 one evening I was called into the personnel office 
to explain to the commander in charge just where I had been the past months 







and why I was still at Bremerton. It seems these questions had come down 
through channels, and the result of this late-night discussion was that at 0600 
the next morning, I was packed and standing on a loading dock waiting for 
transportation with orders to report to the Navy Communication School at 
Texas A&M University, College Station, TX. 
 On Treasure Island in early 1945 I ran into one of the men that I had 
trained with in Bremerton and learned that elements of the unit had landed with 
the fourth Marine Raider Battalion on New Georgia in 1943 as the Solomon 
Island chain was being retaken. They had gone on from there, usually with the 
first Marine Division, and of the original 150 men that had been in the unit, he 
knew of only two besides himself that had survived. More than luck was 
involved in my being transferred out of that group. In late February 1943, I 
finished radio operator training and while still at Texas A&M., and was 
assigned to the USS Abner Read in San Francisco Had it not been for the screw-
up and time delay in Bremerton, I probably would have finished training and 
been assigned to some other ship before the Abner Read was commissioned. 
Such is life. 
 As a radioman, third class, along with Bill Lappe, also a radioman, third 
class, I reported aboard the Abner Read in early March while she was at 
Bethlehem Steel, undergoing checks and changes after shakedown. I still 
remember Chief Robinson’s warm welcome when I reported to the radio shack. 
He wanted to know how fast I could copy code and what I knew about the 
operation of the radio gear aboard. Then he said “OK, forget everything else 
they taught you in that school and I’ll make a fleet radioman out of you.” 
Radioman, first class, Deane took it from there. I was assigned to the third watch 
with a bunk in the aft compartment of the ship. My watch station was in main 
radio which was also my general quarters station. I was barely into shipboard 
routine when the ship was ordered north to Cold Bay, AK, which is the most 
appropriately named harbor I can remember. I had never been to sea, but I was 
lucky in that motion didn’t bother me. After an hour or so of feeling slightly 
lightheaded, I soon began to get my sea legs.  
 From Cold Bay came the run out the Aleutian chain to Attu, as fire 
support of the landings and then, the return to San Francisco Among the 
changes made at Hunters Point, the bridge remote talk-between-ships station 
located on the port side just aft of the sound gear was upgraded. This voice radio 
was used for communication between ships and planes. My general quarters 
station was changed to this location. At the same time, I was moved to the first 
watch section, though I continued to bunk with the third watch in the aft part of 








 Then in June it was north to the Aleutians a second time and the months 
of patrols out of Adak in the cold and fog of the stormy north Pacific. With the 
ship rolling, pitching, and yawning on those patrols, it was common for the 
crew to brag about being able to balance a chow tray while standing and riding 
a roller coaster. Of course, there was the lone movie aboard the ship, “Destiny 
Rides Again” that everyone memorized from having seen it so often. At Adak, 
shortly before the last patrols to Kiska began, I was moved forward to bunk 
with the first watch which should have been done some two months earlier. The 
night at Kiska, when the ship’s stern was blown off. I was off duty so, again, 
more than luck stepped in for me at just the right time. 
 After the explosion, I went to my general quarters station on the bridge, 
but the ship was dead in the water, and in a short time, most of the people on 
the bridge were ordered below to help with the men being pulled from the 
freezing water. Blankets were needed, so with four or five others, I went into 
the forward berthing areas and began stripping blankets off bunks and rushing 
them topside. We were wasting no time when it suddenly occurred to us that 
“this bucket may be sinking and we’re below decks.” Those blankets got to 
where they were needed in record time. Of all the men lost that night, the only 
body recovered was that of RM1/c Deane. 
 After the tow to Dutch Harbor, I was assigned to be in the crew that rode 
the ship during the tow back to Bremerton. I remember the mountains the 
glaciers of the Alaska coast, the rugged yet serene nature of the inland passage, 
and most of all, the eerie unaccustomed quiet of the damaged ship manned by 
a skeleton crew. Then there was the stop at Sitka when, after the first liberty 
party had gone ashore, the town fathers requested that no more liberty from the 
ship be granted. There was Ketchikan where the newshounds flocked to take 
pictures of the damaged ship until the Coast Guard confiscated all the film and 
cameras and escorted the news people away. With the ship backed into a 
Bremerton drydock and aligned with a new stern section that was to be attached 
the crew went on survivor leave. 
 At Bremerton there was the World War I vintage floating barracks in 
which we were housed in the fog and rain of Puget Sound in November during 
the push to get the ship repaired and back to sea. There were liberties in Seattle 
and the renewing of friendships that I made when I trained in the area. There 
was the night “Shifty” Evans and his whaleboat crew got a little too much Ol’ 
Panther Sweat and rammed and boarded a Bremerton ferry. They created quite 
a flap. Then, after the sea trials, there was the run to San Francisco where we 
stayed just a few miles offshore to put twisting stress on the new stern section 







so that by the time we rounded the Farallons, some of the first-time blue water 
sailors were ready to swim the rest of the way. 
 In San Francisco, while the ship waited for orders, there were the 
detested ferry runs to San Clemente Island and back, hauling seasick trainees 
both ways. But, too, there were the liberties in San Francisco and the 
surrounding areas. There was our favorite watering hole, Tin Pan Alley, just off 
Market Street where we often met and set off for Chinatown, Fisherman’s 
Wharf, Golden Gate Park, or wherever. Then there were dinners at Domino’s 
with its fortune in nude paintings.  
 One day while the ship was tied up at Pier 54, an attractive young 
woman appeared at the gangway with a story about some relative serving 
aboard a destroyer and asked to see the ship. How she got past the Marine guard 
at the gate was never asked and she was given a tour of the ship except for some 
areas where on-duty crewmen barred her entrance. I remember that at the radio 
shack, she said she knew her brother was a radioman because he wrote home 
on paper with two holes punched at the top but that didn’t get her inside the 
door. The following day it turned out that she was from Naval Intelligence and 
was giving the ship a security check. Needless to say, there were some tender, 
and much wiser people after that episode. 
 Finally orders came for the ship to report to Pearl, and though we headed 
out into the tail end of a typhoon and had green water breaking over the bridge, 
it was a relief to, again, become part of the war. After a short stay at Pearl, it 
was on to Kwajalein, screening a convoy of reinforcements for the invasion and 
then on to the Solomons. One of the happenings aboard the Abner Read that I 
will never forget was crossing the equator on Washington’s birthday, 1944, and 
my conversion from a pollywog to a shellback. I have gone through several 
initiations, but none that came even close to that one. 
 Then there was Buna, where the Australian pilot ran the ship onto a reef, 
swinging on the hook at Milne Bay and waiting for new screws. Then on to 
Manus in the Admiralties to rejoin the fleet. From Manus there were the patrols, 
operations, and invasions along the New Guinea coast including Hollandia, 
which became our patrol base. There were the patrols and operations with a few 
Army troops aboard for some decent chow. Most of them decided that anyone 
in the Navy had to be crazy, for not only did a crew sleep and work beside, over, 
and under all types of explosives, a ship could be fired on from any angle and 
there was nowhere to dig a foxhole. Of course, there were the nightly broadcasts 
by Tokyo Rose and her predictions for the doom of the Seventh Fleet and many 
of the ships, by name, that were in it, and how oftentimes these broadcasts were 








Bishop swore he hit an attacking plane with his coffee cup, and the night of the 
wide-open chase of the Jap cans toward Halmahera until the Aussi Admiral got 
cold feet and called it off. There were the occasional beer busts on the beach 
where the main sport was with the liter-size bottles of Australian beer, always 
warm. Most of all, there was the hot, humid South Pacific with all the joys of 
heat rash, ringworm, fungus, and the other afflictions that can only be enjoyed 
in the tropics.  
 Then, in August, orders for the destroyer division to go to Sydney for 
R&R came through. Stories about the happenings during that stay would fill a 
book, most of which is probably best left unwritten. I remember the ships 
coming into Sydney harbor and the mass of lights being flashed to them from 
the houses on the surrounding hills. It seemed that every girl in that port knew 
International Morse code and were experts at sending and reading light, so that 
by the time the ships reached the Woolloomooloo docks and tied up, the 
crewmen had a bevy of new friends before ever setting foot on land.  
 The Australian people made that stay memorable for they remembered 
what had happened in the Coral Sea and, in most cases, turned a blind eye on 
the various escapades, and judged the crews as just a bunch of wild sailors 
letting off steam. The Australian soldiers weren’t quite so tolerant, for the crews 
brought a lot of money into port to spend, and where the money was, there were 
the girls and the action. There were the cars with the gasbag on top, or a charcoal 
burner on the back, Bondi Beach, and the various points of interest in the city, 
and the surrounding countryside. Anyone that didn’t enjoy the stay in Sydney 
had to have something wrong. 
 Of course, there was the legendary horse, but, also, there were the early 
morning races down King Street with stolen milk-wagon horses, the 
“borrowed” Australian army courier motorcycle that wound up at the bottom of 
the harbor, and the ship’s ball which might have been more appropriately called 
the “ship’s brawl,” and any number of other happenings to individuals or groups 
of crewmen. I remember going with an Australian WAAF to her home for 
dinner and then discovering that her father was a Wing Commander in the 
RAAF. I was terrified, but a few hours later when I left, he and I were both 
sloshed and committed to being lifetime buddies form then on. Then one day in 
a hotel bar, I ran into an army sergeant with whom I had graduated high school. 
For the next few days we had our own mini-reunion with all the trimmings. 
How could so much have been done in so few days? If sleep time is cut to a 
minimum or none at all, it is amazing how much living can be crammed into a 
24-hour period. 







 Then it was back to the war. In Hollandia, we returned the pile of junk 
that had been the Jeep we borrowed and which had been mangled in a traffic 
accident in Sydney. One of the acquisitions the radio gang had made in Sydney 
was a supply of good Australian booze which had been stashed in the overhead 
antenna trunks. Those square, metal, protective shields were just the right size 
to hold a row of five bottles snugly around the antenna and we had many rows 
end to end. The access door to the antenna disconnect bar made for easy loading 
of the trunks, and the hot-stick used on the bar also exactly fit the neck of a 
bottle. On occasion, coffee royals became a part of standing the nighttime 
watches. It didn’t take Captain Hutchins long to find that the radio shack served 
extra strong black coffee, and, as it was just one deck down from the bridge, he 
became a steady visitor for a cup of black coffee which he always ordered, then 
left and returned later to drink. 
 In October, with Captain Purdy in command, the ship was ordered to be 
part of the escort for the Nashville with “Dugout Doug” aboard for the run from 
Hollandia to Leyte and the invasion. After the landings, the ship was assigned 
to fire support for the land troops. When MacArthur was ready to make his 
broadcast speech to the Philippine people, it was found that the Japs were 
jamming all of the so-called top-secret frequencies so everything was switched 
to a standard harbor frequencies and they left it open and clear. That was 
unfortunate, for in his stupid “I have returned” speech, MacArthur said he was 
on a camouflaged cruiser off the landing beach and within minutes, planes hit 
the Honolulu, the only other camouflaged cruiser in the invasion fleet. I think 
the troops were more mad at the planes for missing the Nashville than for hitting 
the Honolulu. 
 At one point, with the ship giving fire support to the troops ashore and 
firing on Tacloban, the army spotter kept saying to avoid hitting a certain 
building in the town. Later we found out that this was the local brewery and that 
the Army took it intact. As the days went by, the going got tougher both on land 
and sea, and MacArthur decided that he was too close to a shooting war. On 
November 1, when, for the second time, he skedaddled out of the Philippines 
and left the troops to fight it out, he took most of the Army fighter planes to 
protect his rear end and this left the fleet exposed with little to no air cover. 
Then the kamikazes went to work.  
 Following the modifications made at Bremerton during repairs, my 
general quarters station was changed to the remote talk-between-ships station 
located in combat information center and remained so for the remainder of the 
ship’s life. I was at this location when the ship was hit. For a time, data from 








information for the bridge continued, but as equipment began to fail, and the 
fires increased, the combat information center slowly went out of business. 
Then, when the magazines began blowing up, and the decks began to tilt at a 
faster rate, it was time to leave. I grabbed my life jacket and, along with several 
others, went out through the starboard door and looped around past the No. 2, 
5-inch mount to the port bow, which was raising out of the water, fast, as the 
ship began to sink. At the rail I stopped to make sure I was not going to jump 
on someone already in the water and, during that instant, a magazine, probably 
40mm, blew up and peppered me with shrapnel which ended all hesitation, and 
I went over the side.  
 I considered myself a pretty good swimmer and I wasn’t wasting any 
time getting away from the sinking ship when Chief Radioman Robinson, who 
supposedly couldn’t swim, came by in a life jacket, doing a backstroke, and 
passed me as if I wasn’t moving. After I had been in the water for two or three 
hours, I was picked up by a whaleboat from the Claxton whose crew fished me 
out of the water like a bundle of wet wash. Alongside the ship, I found I didn’t 
have strength enough to climb the ladder, but the boat crew pushed me up until 
two husky crewmen could pull me on deck. A pharmacist’s mate was standing 
there with a pitcher of water and a glass and nothing had ever looked so good. 
With the crewmen holding me upright, the pharmacist’s mate tipped back my 
head and poured the glass of water down my throat. Only it was salt water. They 
had a system working for, by the time the water hit my stomach, the crewmen 
had spun me around and hung me over the rail where the water came up faster 
than it had gone down and brought everything else with it. At the time I could 
have happily killed all three of them, but later, I realized that this was a quick, 
though not very pleasant way, to get the fuel oil and other goodies I had 
swallowed out of my stomach and system. 
 After some of the shrapnel had been picked out of my arm and back, a 
crewman donated a pair of shoes, though not my size, and I was ready for 
transfer off the ship. The Pinkney was loading the more seriously wounded so 
I was transferred to the beach to spend the night with about 20 other Army and 
Navy personnel scheduled to board the ship. Early next morning I went aboard 
the Pinkney. From the slop chest I was given a pair of shoes my size, real 
boondockers, Australian army, stiff as boards and with the hobnails still in 
place. Anyone who has never walked the steel deck of a rolling ship in a set of 
hobnails has missed the experience of a lifetime. I still have those shoes and 
they are no stiffer today than they were when I got them forty-some years ago. 
 On the way to Hollandia I began to acquire a new wardrobe though little 
of it was regulation Navy, and along with shaving gear and a toothbrush 







courtesy of the Navy Relief Fund, I was ready for an ocean voyage. The Lurline 
was in Hollandia, loaded and ready to sail when the Pinkney arrived. Then after 
Admiral Kincaid ordered the Lurline to delay sailing until we were aboard, I 
remember the crew standing in line waiting to board the ship was about 300 
members of the Women’s Army Corps offloaded with their gear and headed for 
one of the old, slow transports for the ride back to the States. If looks could 
have killed, our entire crew would have died on the spot. 
 From Hollandia, the Lurline headed for Brisbane and with all able-
bodied survivors being given duty aboard the ship, I was assigned to fire watch 
and, of all possible places, in the galley. From that point on, I ate with the ship’s 
cooks and my ocean voyage became more pleasant. Also, I acquired a pair of 
regulation shoes and the deck gang should have appreciated that for teakwood 
and hobnails are not meant for each other. After a stopover in Brisbane to take 
more wounded aboard, the Lurline headed for San Francisco, traveling alone 
because of her high speed. I stopped by the ship’s radio shack each day to find 
out what was happening in the rest of the world. With one day to go to reach 
‘Frisco, I learned that the news media, true to form, had prematurely released 
the names of the ships sunk in the Philippines before the survivors reached shore 
and could fall their families. I remember the ship coming into port listing well 
to starboard from the number of men hanging over the rail or looking out of 
portholes on that side. The band was playing, friends and relatives of men 
aboard, the press, and just interested people filled the dock to greet us. That was 
the only time I saw the Red Cross during my time in service. They put on a 
good show for the people present as survivors began coming off the ship, but 
when they offered to sell me a cup of coffee and a doughnut, along with most 
of the other men, I told them to shove it. 
 We were transported to Treasure Island, where we went through a 
nonstop processing to get checked, reequipped, clothed, and on liberty. Because 
the tailor shops on Treasure Island couldn’t handle the uniform alterations for 
that number of men, we were allowed to go ashore for that job. With two other 
men, I headed for San Francisco looking like nothing the Navy would have 
allowed out of boot camp. Our pants were rolled up, blouses with only an 
apprentice seaman stripe fastened up anyway to hold them, white hats like 
cereal bowls on our shaggy oily hair, and everything smelling of moth balls. 
This strange looking garb, along with our deep South Pacific tans, had the riders 
on that Key Train guessing just what we might be. We located a barbershop 
with a tailor shop next door. As it was nearly closing time, the barbershop did 








on us, altered them so that in an hour or so we looked and felt human again and 
had uniforms that fit though they still had only apprentice seaman stripes. 
 As previously agreed, we began to gather at Tin Pan Alley where we 
were welcomed like it was old home week. The patrons were puzzled as to just 
what such a tanned, obviously salty bunch of apprentice seamen could be. So 
was the Shore Patrol, but when they checked us out the third time, they had 
gotten word that several hundred of these survivors were in town and probably 
not completely regulation yet. By the time I picked up my leave papers a couple 
of days later, my uniform was in order. 
 When I returned from leave, I was assigned to the personnel office on 
Treasure Island. There we inserted newly cut orders into the folders of the men 
being reassigned and worked form 1600 until we finished, usually about 1800 
each day except weekends. The rest of the time we were on liberty and enjoying 
the good life. In February, orders came through for me to report to the small 
craft training center in Miami, FL. Two days later, with about twenty other men, 
I caught a train in Oakland. Seven days of train riding later, having gone through 
Chicago before heading south, we arrived in Miami. The sight of our flat hats, 
blue uniforms, and raincoats in the 70-some degree heat surprised the natives 
and visitors who were accustomed to seeing only white uniforms. We were 
billeted in a hotel on the corner of Flagler Street and Biscayne Boulevard, a 
location about as convenient for going on liberty as could be assigned. 
 During the day we loafed on at Miami Beach, spent a couple of hours 
taking refresher courses at the Center, and each night went on liberty. Tough 
duty. There were two destroyer escorts based at Miami that made runs to Cuba 
for the purpose of giving the first taste of sea duty to men just out of boot camp 
or the Navy’s training schools. The ships had permanent skeleton crews but to 
help with the training, experienced sailors were temporarily assigned for these 
four-day trips. Three different times I was assigned to take one of these trips 
down through the Keys and on to Havana, spend a couple of days there and then 
back to Miami. Somewhat like the Abner Read runs to San Clemente, but a lot 
more pleasant. 
 At this time, John Wayne and Robert Montgomery were making the 
movie “They Were Expendable” in Miami and now and then we would watch 
them fight the War on the PT boat tied up to the dock. I met John Wayne and 
was impressed with his down-to-earth manner and his genuine interest in the 
experiences of the men who had served in the Pacific. Maybe he used this in 
later movies. Montgomery was too much of a prima donna and “look who I am” 
type for me. 







 I was then ordered to a high speed transport being built at Bay City, MI 
which was to be brought down the Mississippi to New Orleans for final fitting 
out and then be joined by the rest of the crew. Construction got hung up so my 
orders changed to another APD being built at Hingham, MA. In May, along 
with other leading petty officers assigned to the ship, I was given a sea-going 
physical, left Miami, stopped overnight in Norfolk, VA base, had another sea-
going physical, caught the night steamer up Chesapeake Bay to Baltimore, and 
then rode the train on to Boston. In June, 1945, the rest of the crew joined us 
and we commissioned the USS Belet (APD-109). A couple of years ago I 
learned that Tom Dunn had put the APD-108 in commission so we must have 
been in the Boston Area at the same time but our paths never crossed.  
  
 At the time the point system was announced I had more than enough 
points to get out of the Navy but I was halfway across the Pacific and headed 
in the wrong direction. The Navy exercised the option of holding me for an 
additional 120 days and by the time I returned to San Francisco after the stay in 
Japan, those additional days had gone by. From San Francisco, the ship was 
scheduled to go back through the Panama Canal and up the east coast to Boston 
for deactivation. Though the commanding officer did his best to talk me into 
staying on the ship for this run, I’d had enough. I was transferred to Treasure 
Island and then on to Bremerton where I was paid off and discharged in late 
January, 1946. 
 I remember many of the men that were aboard the Abner Read, 
especially those that were in “C” Division and went on liberties with a number 
of them, but my best buddies were three sonar men, Paul Jones, Ken Henke, 
and Sam Shannon. Paul had been in the commissioning crew and his home was 
in Oakland. His family made their home a second home to me and several others 
of the crew. Whenever the ship was in the Bay area and we went on liberty in 
Oakland, Paul’s home became our base of operations. After the ship was 
repaired in Bremerton, Ken and Sam came aboard. As a group or in pairs we 
went on many memorable liberties, especially those in Sydney, most of which 
are better left untold. These friendships have continued through the years and 
grew to include their wives and families. Paul passed away in December 1985, 
but I keep in touch with his family.  
 I remember many of the things that happened aboard or to the Abner 
Read, some fondly and some not so fondly. Sailors are known to be a 
superstitious lot and strange things do happen on a ship at sea. A specific one 
that I remember happened one night in June 1944, while the ship was on patrol 








officer of the deck called the radio shack from the bridge and asked what we 
had on the landings in Europe. A quick check of the radio logs for the past 
several hours showed nothing. The officer of the deck said the phone talkers 
had been discussing it for the last several minutes. Other than in Main Radio, 
all receivers were secured and had been for several hours. Only the talk-
between-ships remote station in combat information center was hacked in and 
it was being monitored. Any communications from the outside world had to be 
through Main Radio from either Honolulu or Canberra, Australia or from the 
working circuits being used with other ships. 
 No one knew where the scuttlebutt had started, everyone had heard it 
from someone else. A couple of hours later, an official encoded message from 
Honolulu to all ships was copied in main radio and when broken down stated 
that landings were taking place on the European mainland, that the Allies had 
landed in Normandy, and the times given for those initial beach landings were 
very close to the time that the rumors had started aboard ship. I never knew how 
that word got aboard ship, nor did I know whether anyone on the ship knew 
anyone involved with that operation. I have always felt that somehow, on that 
night, a message was received by the ship that did not come by normal 
communication channels nor did it follow Naval procedure. 
 After my discharge, like most of the people returning to civilian life, I 
had to decide what I was going to do with the rest of my life. I could have gone 
into civil service with an immediate communications job at Fairbanks, AK, or, 
as I still held a first class radiotelephone license, I could have gone into 
broadcast radio, which, as it turned out, probably would have led to television. 
For the present, I’d had radio right up to the eyeballs so, instead, I enrolled in 
Electrical Engineering at Oregon State University. In later years I had the 
chance to see the inner workings of television stations, the pressures, the inner 
office politics, job insecurity in many departments, and the all-to-frequent back 
stabbings for advancement, and I never regretted my decision.  
 In 1949 I went to work for Pacific Power & Light Company, an electric 
utility based in Portland, OR. I was sent to a station in Hood River, OR as a 
System Load Dispatcher and Operating Engineer. I met my wife in Hood River 
and we were married in September 1949. We one son and two grandsons. My 
wife worked as a legal secretary in Hood River during the time I was stationed 
there. Through mergers and acquisitions, Pacific Power had enlarged form a 
three-state operation to a six-state one when in 1961, I was transferred into the 
power Resource Department as a Resource Engineer at the company’s main 
headquarters in Portland, OR. All electric utilities with generation capability 
have one of these departments for the behind-the-scenes work of keeping power 







flowing to all points of usage at all times. Their job is to schedule generation 
from the various projects, set transmission line loading limits, work out and use 
contracts with other utilities for buying, selling, and trading of bulk power, and 
to match the supply with the demand within the power pools as well as within 
their own companies. 
 For a change of pace after we moved to Portland, my wife worked, 
through Kelly Girls, for various companies: Georgia-Pacific’s trucking 
headquarters, a company that made and sold paper making machinery, an 
import company, and a four-year stint in the marketing department of a local 
television station. Then she went back to work as a legal secretary and stayed 
the last fourteen years of her working career with a firm in a job she really 
loved. We both retired the same day: January 31, 1987. 
 Looking back on my time in the Navy, I realize that it was a period 
unique in our country’s history. It was a period unlike any before or since, that 
touched everyone, military and civilian, and brought them together in a team 
effort. Also, I realize that the feelings of this period are hard or impossible to 
understand by anyone who didn’t live through that time. 
 
Robert Brose, Lt. 
Wyoming, OH 
 
I was born October 7, 1918 in Los Angeles, and was an only child. I 
grew up in Hollywood, Los Angeles, and the southern California area. I earned 
a B.S. degree from UCLA and signed up for Navy V-7 program in June, 1941 
at the naval reserve station in Chaves Ravine, Los Angeles. In October, 1941 I 
was sent to V-7 training program on the USS Prairie State in New York which 
was moored at 108 Street and Hudson Drive on Manhattan Island. I 
commissioned in January, 1942. I signed up in the Navy because I had been to 
sea on the Matson line as a bell hop for two summers while in high school. We 
sailed to Australia and back one summer, and made three-four trips between the 
states and Hawaii the second summer. I liked the sea and when I was told to 
report in 1941, for my draft physical, I chose the Navy. After commissioning, I 
taught ordnance at the V-7 school in New York until they sent me to sound 
school in San Diego in October, 1942. I reported to the Read as a sound officer 
in December, 1942 while she was being built in San Francisco I was an ensign 
at that time.  
At Attu, I was in radar/voice contact with fire control parties ashore. We 
identified targets ashore, fired the main battery at them, spotted the result, 








watch from 8 p.m.-12 a.m., as officer of the deck, turned in, then we hit the 
mine. I went to general quarters as sound officer. When we reached Adak, I was 
sent back to the states with some of the crew, we flew the Naval Air Transport 
Service, to report aboard at Bremerton when the ship was towed there. While 
at Bremerton, I stood officer of the deck watches, installed new communication 
equipment and new sound gear. On shakedown after repair, it was the usual 
shipboard routine. I became the communications officer in 1944. I was officer 
of the deck at general quarters when we were hit on November 1, 1944. I used 
a rope to go over the side when we abandoned ship. I was picked up by another 
destroyer and ended up on the Pinkney.  
I returned to the states with the rest of the crew aboard the SS Lurline 
of the Matson line. I had sailed on the Lurline one summer while in high school 
between the states and the islands. After leave, I was sent to fire control school 
in Washington, D.C. at Anacostia. Then, to the University of Washington in 
Seattle as an instructor in ordnance in the NROTC units. I separated from the 
service in September, 1946 in Seattle. I never will forget the two officers and 
men from “C” Division that we lost at Kiska and Leyte. We wrote letters to the 
parents and/or wives. Those letters were very hard to do. I went back to school 
at Stanford and got an MBA. I joined Proctor & Gamble in 1948. I retired in 
1983 as an associate manager of the personnel administration in charge of 
information and benefits, companywide. My wife and I married February 7, 
1942. We will be married 50 years this February. We have three sons and 7 
grandchildren. 
 
James H. Brown, Capt. 
Louisburg, NC 
 
Note: Captain James Brown participated in the Oral History Program of the 
East Carolina University Library at Greenville, N.D. About 20 hours of 
recorded tapes are on file in the Manuscript Collection.  
 
I was born December 17, 1912, in Chamberlain, S.D., the elder son of 
Matthew A. and Olive Brown. I had one brother and two sisters. Prior to 
entering the United States Naval Academy from South Dakota in 1931, I 
graduated from Chamberlain High School. I attended Yankton College in 
Yankton, S.D. I entered the U.S. Naval Academy, Annapolis, Maryland, on 
June 19, 1931. Upon graduation from the Naval Academy in the Class of 1935, 
I reported for duty in the cruiser Astoria (CA-34) in the Pacific. In 1937, I began 







a year of duty as engineer officer of the destroyer Reuben James (DD-245). I 
served in the cruiser Augusta (CA-31) in the Asiatic Fleet from 1938-1940. 
On December 7, 1941, I was serving in the destroyer Shaw (DD-373) 
and was present throughout the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. About an hour 
after the attack began, the ship, which was in a floating drydock, for repairs, 
was hit by bombs. As ranking officer aboard the Shaw at the time, I, then a 
lieutenant (jg), had assumed command of the ship. The severe damage and 
extensive fires made it necessary to order the ship to be abandoned. Shortly 
afterwards, the Shaw’s ammunition magazines exploded, destroying the 
forward third of the vessel. An alert photographer on nearby Ford Island, 
captured the explosion at its peak, and the picture of the Shaw exploding in 
drydock became one of the most memorable photographs of World War II.  
I reported to the supervisor of shipbuilding at Bethlehem Steel Company 
shipbuilding yard in San Francisco, for duty as prospective executive officer, 
aboard the USS Abner Read, in October, 1942. I was promoted to lieutenant, 
which rank I held when reporting on board. The USS Abner Read hit a mine in 
the Kiska invasion at which time the stern was completely severed and lost. The 
crew kept the ship afloat and brought her back to Bremerton, where she was 
repaired. I returned to Bremerton with the ship.  
I detached May 11, 1944 in Seeadler Harbor, Manus Island, Admiralty 
Islands, SW Pacific, to assume command of the USS Ammen (DD-527) which 
was anchored nearby in the harbor. We operated in battle formation with the 
Abner Read on November 1. 1944. The Ammen was severely damaged by 
Japanese suicide planes, the first in the war, during a midmorning engagement, 
but was able to continue operations. From a distance of about 6-8 miles, I 
witnessed a suicide crashing into the Abner Read and the subsequent burning 
and sinking of the ship, through my binoculars. I had feelings of anguish and 
deep concern for my old shipmates. Several days later the Ammen was ordered 
to return to the states for rebuilding. In the Okinawa operation, the ship spent 
many days on radar picket patrols in the combat area, and was awarded the 
Navy Unit Commendation for extraordinary heroism in action against the 
enemy. I was awarded the Navy Cross, Silver Star Medal and Legion of Merit 
for actions at Okinawa, Leyte Gulf, and in New Guinea, respectively.  
On March 1, 1944, was promoted to the grade of Commander.  
In July, 1945, I reported to the U.S. Naval Academy for duty as 
instructor in the Department of Marine Engineering. Two years later I reported 
to the US Naval War College at Newport, RI, for duty under instruction. In 
May, 1948, I assumed command of the destroyer Douglas H. Fox (DD-779) in 








duty in the Sixth Fleet, and then made a goodwill voyage along the east coasts 
of Africa and South America with the cruiser Huntington (CL-107), the latter 
ship being under the command of Captain Arleigh A. Burke, USN. 
On July 1, 1954, I was promoted to my present rank. I assumed 
command of the Military Sea Transportation Service, Gulf Subarea, in New 
Orleans in January, 1955. I departed this duty in December, 1957 to assume 
command of the USS Montrose (APA-212), an assault troop transport of the 
Pacific Fleet. In April, 1959, I assumed command of Destroyer Squadron 15 
based in San Diego. During this tour of duty, as well as in the Montrose, our 
ships deployed to the Western Pacific for service in the Seventh Fleet. In June, 
1960, I reported for duty as chief of staff to the Commander, U.S. Naval Base, 
Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. I was serving in that capacity at the time of the so-
called Bays of Pigs invasion. I remained on active duty in the Navy until 
voluntary retirement on July 1, 1961, having at that time completed 30 years of 
service. Thereafter, undertook a course of study at Duke University, Durham, 
N.C., for which I was awarded a Master’s Degree in Mathematics.  
In September, 1962, I embarked on a second career as professor of 
mathematics at Louisburg College, Louisburg, N.C., and served in such 
capacity until retirement for the second time on January 1, 1978. I have been 
fully retired from employment since that time but always keeping busier than 
ever. My wife and I married October 27, 1942 at Carson City, NV. We will 
have been married 49 years come next October, 1991. She is a registered nurse, 
and was a stewardess (now called flight attendant) on United Air Lines at the 
time I met her and until we were married five months later. Until beginning of 
WWII, all stewardesses had to be registered nurses. We have two adult children, 
both unmarried.  
 
Dean A. Brumet, GM3/c 
Scappoose, OR 
 
 I was born in Englewood, CA on November 24, 1924. I grew up all over 
southern California. I went to high school in Sweetwater, Chula Vista, National 
City. I had a younger sister. I enlisted in Los Angeles in the middle of 1942. I 
joined the Navy because I didn’t want to go into the Army. I was just barely 17 
and I figured I would do something I wanted to do, and not be drafted. I never 
went to bootcamp. I went right down to Terminal Island. I was on a patrol boat 
in the harbor and from there I went to Imperial Beach as a gunnery instructor. 
From Imperial Beach I went to the Abner Read. I was on her at the 
commissioning and came aboard as a seaman. 







 I had just gone on watch when we hit the mine in Alaska. It broke off 
right at the point that all of us guys slept. At Dutch Harbor, three of us removed 
the ammunition out of those holds. I got a merchantman home to Seattle. We 
went home on leave and then back to Bremerton where they were putting the 
ship together. My general quarters station was pointer on the No. 3 turret. My 
regular watch station was helmsman. When the ship was hit, Herman Jones and 
I were the only ones left in the turret when the ship was hit by the kamikaze. 
When we woke up, it was turned broadside to starboard, and we went out the 
starboard door which was pointed aft, and right off the deck house on to the 
fantail. I didn’t have on my lifejacket. Willie Cupples went in with me, and 
because my legs were all full of shrapnel, he rounded up a couple of empty 5-
inch tanks that we could hang on to. Willie and I were out there together for 
quite a while. The seagoing tug, the Chickasaw picked us up. I was put on the 
Pinkney, then on the Hollandia, and back to California on the Lurline. 
 After leave I came back to Treasure Island and was assigned to the 
General M.B. Stewart, a big passenger ship. It was a big general class ship that 
carried troops, and I was a gunners’ mate aboard there. I was discharged in 
Seattle in February 1946. I remember Willie Cupples, McQueen, of course, 
most of the gunners’ mates. There was a cook, Odell Brumet. I remember him 
because his name was the same of mine. Herman Jones, first class gunner’s 
mate, Frenchy Crevoisier, and some of the officers. I especially remember 
Hoffman because he was a gunnery officer. After 40 years, it’s hard to 
remember the names. 
 My father owned trucks so I went to work driving truck for him. I got 
out February 12, and on February 13 I left for San Francisco on a truck. I drove 
for about six months and then I started to go to college out at Pasadena City 
College, so I could get my credits up and go to college. After a year and a half 
there, I just decided it wasn’t for me and so I went back to driving truck. I did 
that for 41 years. I retired four years ago in February 1987. It was pretty much 
a must-do. I had three heart attacks when I was working, and one since. Every 
day is a bonus. Outside of that I’m feeling fine. My wife and I were married on 










Preston Burtis, Jr., Lt. 
Garden City, KS 
 
 I was born June 10, 1919 in Garden City, KS. I grew up and graduated 
in Garden City in 1937. I graduated with a B.S. degree from the University of 
Kansas in 1941. I enlisted in the Navy on August 7, 1941. I commissioned as 
an ensign in New York in July 1942 and attended torpedo school in Key Port, 
WA in August through October 1942. I reported to the Abner Read (DD-526) 
as it was under construction in October 1942 as an ensign. I was the torpedo 
officer at Attu and Kiska. After the ship was damaged in Alaska, I flew back to 
Bremerton on a DC-3. While the ship was being repaired in Bremerton, my 
experiences were the usual in Seattle. 
 In Leyte when the ship was hit, I was assistant gunnery officer and gun 
director. Lt. Hoffman, Alex Goorabian, and I removed Fire controlman Harmon 
from the director, lowered him to the deck beneath the director, then to the 
bridge, then to the main deck, and finally to the water. He was put on a raft, but 
died. After getting Harmon to the water, the three of us jumped. I was picked 
up by a destroyer. I climbed the cargo net to get aboard. I went on to a hospital 
attack transport from Leyte to Australia, and then from Australia to San 
Francisco on the SS Lurline. 
 I went to Treasure Island for surgery and then to bomb disposal school 
in Washington, D.C. I was assigned to Hawthorn new ammo depot in August, 
1944 and then discharged on December 15, 1944. I remember Lloyd Hoffman 
as a very good friend. Also, Bob Brose, Cliff Proctor, John Hoeffer, Jimmy 
Brown, Chief Torpedoman’s Mate Carpenter, and Cliff Griffin. I married my 
wife on February 27, 1949. We have been married 42 years. We have five 
children and two grandchildren. I had great friends in high school and college. 
I loved my shipmates. Friends, relatives, and business associates have made my 
life a real beautiful experience.  
 
Donald “Don” V. Casey, EM2/c 
Apple Valley, MN 
 
 On January 4, 1923, I was born at our farm home in Darwin Township, 
Meeker County, MN. I grew up there and attended grade school at District No. 
13 in Darwin for all eight grades of elementary school. Then I went to high 
school at Litchfield, MN and graduated in May 1941. There were five children 
in our family. Four of us are living and one died when he was two months old. 
There were two girls and three boys. My oldest sister was an ensign in the Navy 







Nurse Corps during the second World War. My brother was in the Navy during 
the Korean war.  
 I was called a selective volunteer because I wanted to go to the Navy 
and didn’t want to wait for my draft number to come up, so I volunteered to go 
early. I enlisted on January 4, 1943 at Willmar, MN. I went in at the Navy 
Station in Minneapolis, January 19, 1943 and was sworn in on January 20, 1943. 
I went through boot camp and electricians’ school at Farragut, ID from January 
1943 to August 1943. I then reported to Treasure Island and went to gyro 
compass school until December 1943. Then I did a lot of mess detail at Treasure 
Island, Goat Island, and Market Street Annex until I was assigned to the Abner 
Read. 
 I reported to the Abner Read on January 6, 1944. I was a fireman first 
class as an electrician striker when I came aboard the Read. The work was 
interesting for an electrician. I used to work on most electrical jobs that Chief 
Megee had for us to do. We escorted a convoy to Pearl Harbor from San 
Francisco, then we went to firefighting school, loaded supplies, ammo, and 
torpedoes to get ready to head south. After Pearl Harbor we went to the Marshall 
Islands, then south to Guadalcanal in the Solomon Islands, then to New Guinea. 
We worked our way up to New Guinea and then to Manus Island in the 
Admiralty Islands where we ran aground and had to go into dry dock to fix one 
screw. We were initiated into the shellbacks when we crossed the equator going 
south and that was different and kind of fun. 
 We had to build a landing dock at Manus Island so the officers could 
get to the Officers’ Club and we got burned pretty badly by the creosote wood 
preservative that was on the poles we were using in the water to support the 
dock. We were on patrol one night and getting ready for a beach shelling for a 
troop landing the next morning. All of a sudden, here comes a Jap bomber plane 
and flew right by us. We didn’t see it until it was right next to us, and one of 
the guys on the bridge threw his coffee cup at it, and that was funny.  
 Some of the guys saved some alcohol from the torpedoes and had a 
party. Several of the guys got pretty high on the stuff and we thought some of 
them jumped overboard, but they found one of the guys sleeping in the flag bag. 
One of the guys heard someone coming down the main deck and jumped down 
the open hatch into the forward fireroom and went down two levels without 
getting hurt. If he had been sober, he could have been hurt pretty badly.  
 We went to Sydney, Australia for leave and recreation and we had a 
storm all the way down there. The Marine pilots we took down there got seasick 
and didn’t enjoy the trip at all. I had one really good buddy on the Abner Read 








Curtis, Jr. We went on liberty together all the time. We had a lot of fun in those 
days. I remember Anson Kephart, seaman, first class, Bob Rotterman, fire 
controlman, third class, Donald Hicks, electrician’s mate, second class, Leonard 
Owen Davis, electrician’s mate, second class, Frank Sullivan, machinist’s mate, 
third class, James Edwin Alcorn, electrician’s mate, first class, Donald Pramer, 
electrician’s mate, second class, Clarence McCormick, machinist’s mate, first 
class, and all of the fellows on the watch in the after engine room with me. I 
considered them all good friends of mine.  
 When we think back about duty on the Abner Read, the crew was really 
very close and we had many good times together even though we had a lot of 
work to do. I used to stand watch sometimes at night on the 36-inch searchlights 
and watch the moon shining on the water. I saw the luminous sparkle caused by 
the phosphorus in the water and the wake the ship as we moved along and I 
would wonder if there were subs out there tracking us that we could not see. 
 My battle station on November 1, 1944 was supposed to be forward 
repair party, but I was on after electrical distribution board and generator watch. 
My relief man just got there. He told me not to go up the open starboard hatch 
because the plane was going to hit, and just then the plane hit us. Things were 
flying around in the engine room and things were on fire. There was thick 
smoke in there and we were all told to get out of there so we went out the port 
hatch and back on the fantail. Soon one of the officers told us to abandon ship. 
I took off my shoes and climbed over the rail and got down on the screw guard. 
I saw that the starboard screw was still turning so I waited until it stopped, then 
I jumped in. I did not have a life jacket on, but one of the guys came along that 
had one and he told me to grab onto his. He told me he was wounded and he 
wanted me to tow him away from the ship. We went out away from the ship 
and watched it sink. Then Chief Clark came over with the good whale boat and 
asked if either of us was wounded. I told him that one was, so he picked us up 
and took us to the Claxton.  
 When everybody was picked up, the destroyer took us into the harbor to 
the hospital ship Pinkney. When the ship was loaded, they took us to Hollandia, 
New Guinea, and loaded us on the SS Lurline, a converted luxury liner that the 
government was using for a troop ship. We came back to the states by the way 
of Brisbane, Australia. It was a long trip back but San Francisco looked good 
to all of us. When we were docked, they put the Abner Read crew on busses 
and sent us over to Treasure Island to issue us our clothes, hammocks, blankets, 
sea bags, and name stencils. We marked all of our belongings, put them in our 
sea bags, and went to supper. Then we went on liberty the next morning. 







 The next morning, we got in line for our pay and then another line to get 
our leave papers. Next, we went to town to get our train tickets, and the next 
day, we went home on leave. When I got back from my leave, I reported to the 
receiving ship at Treasure Island to await assignment to another ship. 
Temporarily I was assigned to shore patrol on Treasure Island to guard some 
oil tanks during the night. I didn’t care for that duty so I asked the shore patrol 
chief if I could go on beach shore patrol. He assigned me to Oakland and 
Alameda, taking the drunks back to their ships from the drunk tank at the jail, 
patrolling the bars, and generally keeping an eye on the liberty sailors. 
 I was assigned to a new construction which was the USS Little Rock 
(CL-92) in February 1945 at Philadelphia. We went east on a first class Pullman 
train because the Navy was paying the fare. There were five of us on this draft: 
Two chiefs and three enlisted men. We went to the navy yard in Philadelphia 
where we were put on the pre-commissioning detail. We were put in a barracks 
near the shipyard where the ship was being built at Camden, NJ. We had liberty 
every night except when we had the watch. Every day during the week, Monday 
through Friday, we went to the ship and learned all about how it was built. We 
did not have to march to and from the ship so we could take our time going to 
and from. 
 We were on shakedown at Cuba when the war ended so we never saw 
any more action. We came back to the navy yard and had the things repaired 
that did not work right. We did some training out of Newport, RI and then went 
to San Juan, Puerto Rico for Navy Day and had tours of the ship. After that we 
went on a goodwill tour all the way around South America. We stopped at 
various ports and had tours of the ship. We were in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, for 
Christmas and it was hot there. Then we went to Sao Paulo, Brazil, and we had 
a picnic at one of the American companies that was doing business there. The 
ship was split into two groups: The starboard watch was to go one day and the 
port watch the next day. Well, we had a problem because there was a Japanese 
colony living there and they didn’t know the war was over. They got the people 
there all worked up and they had a real riot going. The Brazilian Army had to 
escort us back to the ship and the other watch never got their picnic. We had a 
pretty quiet trip the rest of the way around and when we got back to Norfolk, 
VA, I was sent to Minneapolis to visit the US Naval Air Station for discharge 
from the US Navy and returned to civilian life. 
I remember Ed Villines, Gus Griffin, Sam Sallamora, Joe Olesiak, Frank 
Trosper, and Emery Clemens because we were on after engine room watch 
together all the time. We had many good times together down there but it was 








got hit. Because I was an electrician’s mate I got to know a lot of the crew. We 
had to go around the ship and repair a lot of electrical equipment. We had to 
find out from the different guys what the problems were with their equipment 
so we would know what equipment to fix for them. I got to know Gus and 
Clarence McCormick and some of the other machinist mates real well because 
they did a lot of work in the machine shop and we worked there a lot also. Gus 
and Mac always had a few good jokes to tell. 
 When we got out of the service, I farmed with my Dad for two years. I 
then went to work for McLeod County Extension Service as a dairy herd 
improvement supervisor. I tested milk for butterfat content, weighed feed for 
each cow on test, weighed the milk from each cow on test, and then figured the 
monthly production from those figures. I had twenty-five herds on test and I 
visited each one once a month. I stayed on this until I got married in June of 
1950. Then I worked at a Chevrolet garage, sold some insurance, did some 
carpentering, and other miscellaneous work until I went to work for Honeywell, 
Inc. in November of 1950. I worked there for twenty years as an inspector. I 
then went to work for the US Postal Service as a letter carrier and I retired from 
there in March of 1986. 
 My wife and I were married on June 15, 1950 and we celebrated our 
40th wedding anniversary this year. She is a housewife and has no other 
occupation. We had seven children, two of whom died in infancy, and five 
grandchildren. My wife and I took up square dancing about four years ago and 
we really like it. We go to our club dances about three times a week. We dance 
at campouts in the summer and dance at the Minnesota State Fair. We also help 
out at the Square Dance Booth at the state fair. 
 
Charles “Chuck” Hayden Cavinee, MM2/c 
Osawatomie, KS 
 
Note: The following is taken from a letter dated June 1, 1987 from Chuck 
Cavinee to Gus Griffin when he was assembling information for this collection 
of histories. 
 
 My name is Charles Hayden Cavinee. I have always been called 
“Chuck,” but someone the Abner Read called me “Charlie.” I was born in 
Beagle, KS, 5 ½ miles from where I now live, which is Osawatomie, KS. I 
enlisted in the Navy on June 26, 1942 at Kansas City, MO and went to Great 
Lakes, IL, where I was stationed until December 1942. After leaving Great 
Lakes, I was assigned to Treasure Island in California until being assigned to 







the Abner Read while she was under construction at Bethlehem Steel at San 
Francisco I enlisted because I did not want to go in the Army, and at 19 years 
of age, I would soon have been drafted into the Army. 
 I had a lot of good buddies on the 526, but Jo DiNunzio and I were 
always close because quite a number of the draft from Great Lakes were 
assigned to the Abner Read. Joe and I were the only survivors of that draft of 
men when we were blown up at Kiska. Joe and I have kept in contact all these 
years. I was discharged from the Navy at Great Lakes, IL, the day after 
Thanksgiving 1945. On September 15, 1945 I was married to my wife whom I 
had known for a long time and went to school with. We were married in Olathe, 
KS and have one daughter who lives in Houston, TX. 
 I went back after discharge to my former employer, the Missouri Pacific 
Railroad at Osawatomie where I was a machinist, locomotive foreman, and a 
general foreman. I was transferred to Kansas City, MO on October 1, 1957. I 
was promoted again on September 1, 1962 to north Little Rock. On July 1, 1963 
I was promoted to an office in Little Rock. On September 1, 1966 I was 
promoted to terminal master mechanic at the Fort Worth-Dallas terminal. On 
March 15, 1971 I was promoted to mechanical superintendent in Illinois and 
lived in Belleville, IL. In July 1976 I moved to South County, St. Louis, but 
retained the same position. On October 26, 1982 I retired, having 42 years with 
the Missouri Pacific Railroad. On November 1, 1983 we moved to our present 
home in Osawatomie, KS. I have two sisters who live in the area. I have really 
enjoyed retirement as the jobs were very confining and, of course, I was on call 
24 hours a day. 
 
Lee Chase, F2/c 
Lander, WY 
 
 I was born in Denver on August 12, 1925 and grew up there. I was the 
second son of four boys in our family. I enlisted in Denver in 1942. I was 
seventeen and felt patriotic. I went to bootcamp in Farragut, ID and then went 
to gunnery school. I was then assigned to the Abner Read and came aboard as 
a fireman, second class. 
 In the Attu and Kiska experience I was on the search light watch. I was 
asleep in my bunk aft when the ship was hit. I was one of the twelve guys that 
were taken out of the water. There were 96 on the stern, as I remember, that 
went down. I ran up the rear hatch and was on the back superstructure. There 
was some guy hollering “gas, gas!” but it really was smoke screen generator. It 








but in those days, they didn’t think anything of that kind of stuff. I got a medical 
discharge on my feet, but I also got a burn in my lung and nobody thought 
anything about that. They put me in the hospital at Attu and then I came back 
to Bremerton on an Omaha transport ship. I went from the ship to the hospital. 
I was sent to the hospital at Oak Knoll in Oakland. When the Abner Read went 
back to sea, I hadn’t been released from the hospital.  
 After that I went on the USS Chaplain Bay. They later changed her 
name to the Admiralty Islands. This was close to VJ Day and I got a medical 
out around VJ Day. As to my shipmates, I loved them all. I wondered about 
Chuck Abella and Don Lee because they went through bootcamp with me. Don 
Lee was Portuguese. He was a big tall kid. I recall a big Indian kid named Hill. 
There was a Chamberlain that was a chief boatswain and I’ve never heard 
anything about him. I enlisted with Bob Brewer but he was killed at Leyte.  
 I went to the University of Denver for a while but I ended up going back 
into the sheet metal trade. I had been an apprentice before going into the service. 
I retired about fifteen years ago in 1975, I guess. I contracted asbestosis on them 
fire houses and I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I retired and after I had 
been retired for seven or eight years, they figured out I had asbestosis. My 
doctor didn’t know what that was. I did have spots on my lungs, but that came 
from my time in the Navy.  
 I now have a horse ranch in Wyoming. We raise and break horses, only 
it looks like they are breaking me. I just got out of the hospital from an accident 
with them. I have been married for about 30 years to my wife. There were two 
children from my first marriage, three children from my second marriage, and 
one child from this marriage. She had two children when we married and I 
adopted the younger child. We have five boys and three girls. The youngest is 
28. 
 
Homer H. Clark, Jr., Lt. 
Boulder, CO 
 
 I was born in Chicago on March 20, 1918 and grew up in Garden City, 
NY. My family consisted of a mother and father, and one brother. I can’t say 
why I joined the Navy. It was probably because the draft was hard on my heels 
and the Navy looked like an easier life. My Navy experience before coming 
aboard the Abner Read consisted of two months at Newport Naval Station and 
two months at the navy supply corps school at the Harvard Business School. At 
the latter place I learned exactly nothing about either the Navy or about being a 
supply officer. It is fair to say that on joining the Abner Read I was as ignorant 







of what I was getting into and of what my obligations were as a person could 
possibly be.  
 I reported to the Abner Read in November, 1942, as an ensign. I spent 
my time at Attu and Kiska decoding messages and supervising, in an ignorant 
way, the cooks and storekeepers, and in paying the officers and men of the ship. 
The fact is that the ship never did need a supply officer and there was very little 
for me to do. I returned to Bremerton with the ship and was given leave shortly 
after we got there. I still have a vivid memory of arriving in Bremerton at night, 
with the shipyard brilliantly lighted, seeing the ship backed into the drydock 
with the new stern sitting there ready to be welded on to us. 
 While the ship was being repaired I was on leave with my wife in Menlo 
Park, CA for a week or so. Then I returned to Bremerton and hung around 
aimlessly until they welded on the new stern, and getting supplies and money 
ready to go to sea again. I seem to remember many trips out from San Francisco 
while we got ready to go to sea again. At one point I believe we had D.C. 
Forester, the author of The African Queen aboard for a short time to help him 
get atmosphere for a book he was writing about destroyers. As I recall, he was 
seasick a good deal of the time he was with us. I was transferred off the ship 
after that and sent back to the east coast before the Abner Read went to sea 
again. 
 After the war, I came back from Japan in 1946 and clerked for a federal 
judge for a year. I practiced law for two years and then began teaching law in 
1953 in Missoula, MT. I have taught law ever since at the University of 
Colorado with side trips to the University of Chicago, Sanford University, New 
Zealand, and the University of California at Davis. I was married to my wife in 
August 1942. We have three children and one granddaughter. 
 
Mel Clayton, GM2/c 
Irvine, CA 
 
I was born August 18, 1921 in Trinidad, CO. I grew up in Grants Pass, 
Oregon. I had four brothers and two sisters. I enlisted at Portland, OR, in July 
of 1942. I knew I had to go into the service and I preferred the Navy. I went to 
boot camp in San Diego, then to gunner’s mate school, and then to electric 
hydraulics school. After that I went to Point Montero, San Francisco, as an 
instructor for anti-aircraft guns. Next, I was transferred to the Abner Read just 
before we went to the South Pacific. It was after they got back from Alaska and 
the ship had been rebuilt. I went aboard as a gunner’s mate second class. My 








At the time the ship was sinking, I went down a line off the port bow. I 
was picked up by a tug. I don’t remember the name of it. I went aboard a 
destroyer that took us to the Pinkney. I came back to the states on the Lurline. 
After leave, I went to Pacific Beach, WA as an instructor on 5-inchguns there 
until I mustered out. They had a big anti-aircraft training center there for the 
people from Bremerton. I was discharged around August, 1945. Wayne 
Fleming and I were together during our entire Navy experience until the Abner 
Read was sunk. We got transferred each time to the same place. We were real 
close friends all that time. As a matter of fact, when we went from San Diego 
to San Francisco, I was married before I joined the service, and he got married 
in San Diego to his girlfriend from Portland. They had known each other before 
he joined the Navy. We rented a house together in San Francisco Our wives 
were good friends. The friendship has continued ever since. Other shipmates I 
remember were McQueen, and some that didn't make it like Rodman. Well, I 
remember a lot of them. 
After the war, I went to Woodbury University in Los Angeles and 
studied accounting and became an accountant. My wife and I had four children 
and we have eight grandchildren. I am not retired yet. I now have a business in 
La Mesa that I still operate. I probably won’t retire. When you work for 
yourself, you have more incentive to keep working. 
 
Gilbert “Jack” Coffeen, F1/c 
Russell, KS 
 
 I was born on May 11, 1925 in Dorrance, KS. I grew up in this town. I 
had four brothers and six sisters. During World War II all of the boys were gone 
at the same time: Myself in the southwest Pacific, one in Europe, one in Japan, 
one in Africa, and one in the states. I enlisted on August 26, 1943 in Kansas 
City, MO. I was 18, and there was a war, and I went. My boot camp training 
was at Farragut, ID. From the date, you will note that I was not in the Alaska 
campaign.  
 I got out of boot camp and went aboard the Abner Read at Bremerton. 
Then I went to San Francisco and worked on the Read to get it ready to go to 
sea. The ship was not quite repaired when I went aboard. I stood fire watch for 
the welders. We sailed out sometime in January 1944. I was on the ship about 
one year. We were in the South Pacific. The Abner Read escorted General 
Douglas MacArthur back to the Philippines for the invasion. On November 1, 
1944 the ship was hit by a suicide Japanese plane. I was in the forward engine 
room, my usual assignment, at the time it hit. My battle station was the No. 5, 







5-inch powder magazine. We jumped off aft. Ed Villines and I stayed together. 
Ed was picked up first. We swam in the water for one or two hours and we were 
picked up by the Claxton, another destroyer. That night they put the men on a 
hospital ship and then we were transferred to a hospital evacuation ship and 
taken to Brisbane, Australia. From Australia we were put on the SS Lurline. 
 I went home for 30 days survivors leave and was home for Christmas. 
After leave I went back to San Francisco and was shipped to Yerba Buena, and 
was sent out from there by train to Miami, FL. I went aboard the PCER-860, a 
new ship, at Miami and went back to the Southwest Pacific. After that they put 
me in the hospital on Guam. While there Japan surrendered on VJ Day. I came 
back to the states and was discharged on November 6, 1945 in California. I was 
in the service for two years, two months, and 16 days. The shipmates I 
remember were Gus Griffin, Ed Villines, Tom Dunn, Max Davis, Walter Bisig, 
Don Muma, George Moore, Joe DiNunzio, Nick Fitzpatrick, Al Tattrie, John 
E. Townsend, Louis Columbo, James H. Amis, and Joe Becicka. 
 After the service I went to work in the oilfield supply and equipment 
business and retired last May 15, 1990 from Buckeye Corp. I got married on 
October 14, 1956 and will be married 35 years this October, 1991. We both 
grew up in Dorrance, KS. My wife is a secretary. She’s been there for 15 years 
and hopes to continue working until retirement age. We have a son and a 
daughter and two grandchildren. 
 
Gene Colbert, S1/c 
Algonquin, IL 
 
I was born July 2, 1923 in St. Louis. I grew up in a small town in east 
central Illinois, a town by the name of Casey. In my family, there was just my 
mom and dad, and myself, a spoiled brat. I enlisted in Chicago on February 10, 
1943. I was afraid I'd get drafted, and I wanted to go Navy. I was stationed in 
Toledo for about three months and from there I was sent out to Bremerton. I 
kind of hung around out there until the Lil’ Abner was repaired and ready to go. 
I came on the Abner Read as S first class. My station was talker on port 20's. I 
went aboard her the day after Thanksgiving in 1943. It happened that I was able 
to go to sonar school in Sydney, Australia for a few weeks. That was a good 
liberty town. 
Some of the shipmates I remember are Bob Miller, he's not listed at all 
on the roster as unknown, or misplaced, or whatever. The last I knew he lived 
in Redlands, CA. Lester Zell got transferred off before the sinking and I don’t 








there was a Les Thompson. I think he was from Michigan but I did see him here 
in Illinois a few years ago, but stupid me, I didn't get his phone number or 
address and now I can't find him. I called one Leslie Thompson and it was a 
girl. I knew Anson Kephart quite well. He was standing alongside me when the 
plane hit. 
After the war, I started cut in a research lab for an oil company and then 
ended up cutting meat as a butcher for most of my life. I am semi-retired now 
for about three months. My wife works for a company in Crystal Lake in a place 
where they make small electric motors. Most of her time has been as a good ol’ 
housewife. We have four children, two boys, two girls. We also have five 
grandchildren. 
 
Ray Cole, BM2/c 
Eldon, MO 
 
 I was born on November 25, 1923 in Russellville, AL. There were four 
brothers and three sisters. I moved to Columbia, TN at the age of five. I attended 
school thereafter which I enlisted in the Navy on February 1, 1941. I took basic 
training at Norfolk, VA. I went aboard the USS O’Brien (DD-415) on April 15, 
1941. We went on Atlantic patrol until the beginning of WWII. I stayed aboard 
the O’Brien until it was torpedoed at Guadalcanal on September 15, 1942. We 
were kept afloat a month and four days before we sunk on October 19, 1942. 
We were picked up by an oil tanker and brought to San Francisco Afterwards 
we went on 30 days of survivor’s leave.  
 I came back to Treasure Island and waited for the USS Abner Read to 
be commissioned. I went aboard as a seaman, first class. My experience at Attu 
was as a trainer on a 5-inch gun mount where we shelled the beaches and the 
island. After the island was secured, we left for Kiska. We were there until the 
ship was hit by a floating mine. We were towed to Alaska then worked our way 
down Alaska through the Inland Channel to Bremerton. I stayed aboard the ship 
through the return trip. I spent some time in Shelton, WA in the homes of Bob 
Hill and Kenny Wiley while waiting for the ship to be repaired. I was coxswain 
on the No. 2 motor whale boat on trips to San Clemente Island. I was also on 
the No. 5 gun mount as a trainer. We landed troops on several islands, including 
New Guinea. 
 From there we went to Leyte Gulf. There we were hit with a suicide 
plane on November 1, 1944. When the word was given, I abandoned ship from 
the fantail onto a little raft and was picked up by a Navy tug. I was transferred 
to an AKA and headed for the US where I was given another 30-day survivor’s 







leave. I reported back to San Francisco and was given orders to the US Navy 
Base at Great Lakes, IL. There I was assigned to security on the main gate. I 
was there until October 1945 when I was discharged as a boatswain’s mate, 
second class. 
 Shipmates closest to me were Fred Albright, Bob Baldwin, Shaky 
Evans, Bob Hill, Bob Brewer, Kenney Wiley, Don Mumma, Julian Carroll, and 
others I don’t recall after all these years. After discharge I went to work at the 
US Navy fire department on the base. I was there a short time when they had a 
reduction in force. I was laid off at that time. I then went to work at Abbott 
Laboratories in North Chicago where I stayed until I retired after 38 years. I 
met my wife while a sailor at Great Lakes. We were married in June 1946. She 
and I have been married 44 years in June 1990. She worked on the base for 14 
years and only resigned when we adopted our first son. We adopted our second 
and we have one grandson. 
 
Lawrence Colsch, F1/c 
Ferryville, WI 
 
 I was born in a small town in Iowa on February 11, 1925. I moved from 
the farm to Waukon, IA in 1934 where I grew up. I quit school in 1942 and 
worked on a farm for fifty cents a day until July of 1943. I enlisted in the Navy 
in July and went to boot camp in Farragut, ID on August 18, 1943, Company 
706, Camp Scott. After boot leave I returned to Farragut. 
 I left Farragut in November to Shoemaker, CA and was assigned to the 
Abner Read (DD-526) in Bremerton on the 2second of November, 1943. After 
shakedown, we went to Treasure Island until the Abner Read left for the South 
Pacific. I went aboard the Read as a fireman, third class, in the forward engine 
room and worked up to fireman first class. My battle station was in the No. 3 
magazine on November 1, 1944. I was on duty in the forward engine room when 
the Read got hit. I never got to my general quarters station. I helped with the 
wounded on the port side. I got ordered to abandon ship and was picked up by 
the USS Claxton. I left the Claxton that night and went aboard the Pinkney. 
Then it was on to the Lurline and back to the states. 
 I went on leave and then back to Treasure Island. I stayed for about two 
weeks and then shipped to Miami, FL from April 1 to June 1, 1945. I then went 
to New York and was put on the USS ATR-67 in commission, and stayed on 
until discharged on April 9, 1946 out of Fort Snelling in Minneapolis. There 








Lenzen, Charles Colvin, Louis Columbo, and Herb Cole. We were in boot 
together and assigned to the Read together. 
 I got married in June of 1946 to my wife and we had six children which 
included a set of twins: a boy and a girl. We had four boys and two girls. We’ve 
been married 46 years. We have 11 grandchildren. I worked on road work for 
three years and then went to work in a packing company for 18 years. I also 
operated a tavern in a small town in Wisconsin for 14 years. I retired in 1984 to 
my farm in Ferryville, WI where I now raise beef cattle. 
 
Wayne Costley, S1/c 
Glendale, AZ 
 
I was born May 8, 1925, in Monett, MO where I grew up. I had two 
brothers and one sister. I enlisted in Kansas City, MO, in August of 1943, 
because of draft notice. I was fresh out of boot camp when I came aboard the 
Abner Read as a seaman, first class. I came aboard after the ship had been “hit” 
in the Aleutian Islands and had had the necessary repairs. I worked in the 
fireroom and my battle station was on the 20mm guns midship. When the Abner 
Read was hit, I was blown off the ship and picked up by another destroyer. I 
don’t remember the name of the destroyer. I was transferred to the Lurline. 
Went on leave then caught the Manayunk, a net tender in Portland. My 
discharge was April 13, 1946. 
The shipmates I remember are Ken Davis, Jim Cosgrave, Tom Dunn, 
and a lot more. After the war I went to the University of Arkansas and went into 
the tire business. I married my wife on April 22, 1946. We’ve been married now 
for 46 years. She is a homemaker. We have two daughters and two grandsons. 
 
Willie Peyton Cupples, Sr., GM3/c 
Shreveport, LA 
 
 My date of birth was July 11, 1921 in Jena, LA and I grew up there. 
There were four boys and three girls. I enlisted in the Navy to keep out of the 
Army draft. I went to bootcamp in San Diego in June 1942. Then I went to 
gunnery school. I left gunnery school in January 1943 and was transferred 
aboard the Abner Read on February 5, 1943 and was on it when it was 
commissioned. I came aboard as a gunnery third class. I did not leave until we 
were sunk at Leyte Gulf. I was a helmsman at general quarters when we ran 
into the floating mine. I rode the ship back to Bremerton. Just like any sailor on 







liberty in Bremerton and Seattle, I found a girlfriend during the time the ship 
was being repaired. On the shakedown cruise I was a pointer on a 5-inch gun. 
We were in several campaigns. We ran aground once in the ocean. 
 When the ship sank, I was on general quarters inside the rear 5-inch gun 
and did not get a scratch on my body. I jumped overboard and swam for an hour 
and a half when a tug boat came by and picked me up. I came back to the United 
States on a transport ship. We put in at San Francisco They put me on shore 
patrol. I stayed on shore patrol until I transferred to Point Monterey Anti-aircraft 
Gunnery School. I taught the rookies how to shoot, and the nomenclature, until 
the war was over. I had enough points to get out of the Navy and was discharged 
on September 22, 1945. I recall Sam McQueen, Dean Brument, and Bud Green. 
We always went on shore leave together. 
 After the war I attended Louisiana State University for two years. I left 
and went to business school in Monroe, LA and completed my education. I went 
to work for Stovell Drilling Company in Monroe, LA for 6 months. I left there 
and went to work for the Singer Sewing Machine Company and held different 
jobs until 1982 when I retired. Since then, I have my own business in sewing 
machine repair service. I married my wife on January 29, 1948. We have one 
son and four daughters. We have two grandchildren.  
Charles Cutright, F2/c 
Kent, OH 
 
I was born December 27, 1923 in West Virginia where I grew up. My 
mother, my brother, and I moved to Akron where I attended high school. I have 
one brother who is now retired and lives in Fort Walton Beach, FL. I enlisted 
November 11, 1942 and went to boot camp in Great Lakes, and attended 
machinist mate’s school there. I went to san Francisco and boarded the Abner 
Read after Attu, in June or July, but before Kiska. I came aboard as a fireman 
second class. After the ship was hit, my duty was as operator of motor on whale 
boat and we picked up survivors. There was a commendation issued for this. I 
rode back to Bremerton on the ship and was scared all the way. I received leave, 
about 23 days, and when I got back, the ship repair was almost completed. I 
was on it until it was sunk. During this time, I was advanced to fireman first 
class and then the Navy changed my rating to water tender third class.  
When in San Francisco on shakedown, we took out new people once a 
week and they all got seasick. We went to San Clemente Island, left that load, 
and then brought back the load of people who had finished their training, and 








My battle station was the No. 1 fireroom. When ship was sinking, I 
jumped overboard. It must have been after the Captain abandoned ship because 
I saw hardly anyone still on the ship. I was picked up and put on the Pinkney, 
then to the Lurline in Hollandia. From there we went to Brisbane and directly 
to San Francisco 
After leave, I was then assigned to new construction in Portland, OR. 
The ship was the USS Salerno Bay, a small aircraft carrier which was 
commissioned in Portland. I was in San Diego when the war ended. I went to 
Formosa, got a load of planes, brought them back, and unloaded them. Next, I 
was assigned to the east coast, went through the Panama Canal and up to 
Norfolk in time for leave for Christmas. The Navy decided the USS Salerno 
Bay was no longer needed, so it was decommissioned. Therefore, I was 
transferred to the USS Randolph, a large aircraft carrier, and served aboard it 
for approximately a year, during which time we took a good will tour to Europe. 
We went to Greece, Turkey, Beirut, Lebanon, Naples, Malta, and Gibraltar. 
Then I went on four months shore duty at Great Lakes. Next, I was assigned to 
an APA, the President Adams, for a year. I was carrier personnel. From Norfolk, 
we moved soldiers’ and sailors’ dependents, and their possessions, to the 
stations of the soldiers or sailors, in Coco Solo, Panama, Trinidad, San Juan, 
Puerto Rico, and Guantanamo, Cuba. We would then pick up dependents ready 
to return, and bring them back to New York City. We did this once a month. 
My tour was for a year. 
I was discharged from the Naval Air Station in Norfolk, Virginia, on 
November 10, 1948. Of those shipmates I remember, there was a man named 
Denny who was a chief boilermaker and used to gamble a lot. I have not seen 
his name anywhere in the literature sent to me. He had roots around San 
Francisco He was a water tender first class when he came aboard ship. Another 
not on the list Overstreet. He was a water tender first class when he came aboard 
ship and a career sailor. Another friend who was killed in the Philippines was 
Coyne. He was from Indiana or Illinois.  
I came back home and returned to work for Firestone Tire and Rubber 
Company I worked in production, mostly with truck tires, some of which were 
earthmover tires which weighed over a ton. I retired after 45 years. I have been 
divorced for twenty years. Our two children, a son, and a daughter, live with 
their mother and are both still single. I play golf a couple of days a week and 
go ballroom dancing three times a week, to keep young.  
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Kenneth P. Davis, F1/c 
Olathe, KS 
I was born on June 2, 1925 and grew up in Kansas City, KS. There 
were six in our family: Three boys and one girl. I was drafted in August 
1943. My experience prior to coming aboard the Abner Read was boot camp. 
I reported to the Abner Read in November 1943 as a fireman, third class. My 
experiences in Puget Sound area while the ship was being repaired was mainly 
getting used to ship life. I, along with fellow shipmates, was put on Treasure 
Island for about six weeks awaiting orders to go back aboard. 
My experiences between February 1944 and Leyte Gulf sinking was 
doing my work as a fireman in the No. 1 fireroom. My battle station was 
working in No. 4 handling room of a 5-inch gun mount. I was blown off the 
ship when the magazine room blew up. A motor whale boat picked me up and 
put me on another destroyer in our area. I was on the Pinkney for two or three 
days. From there, I went to Australia and was put on the Lurline and headed for 
San Francisco on a survivor’s leave for 30 days. 
From there I got a new assignment on the USS Balduck which was an 
APD ship. I was on the ship about 1 ½ years. I was discharged December 1946 
in San Diego. I remember Max Davis as he was also in the fireroom. I also 
remember Wayne Costley as he was my liberty buddy. We kept in touch off 
and on several years. We lost contact as we both had gotten married and had 
families of our own. I relocated him in 1988 and since then he has had open 
heart surgery and moved again. 
I started working for my uncle when I came home as a delivery man. I 
met my wife through her uncle who also worked there. I met her in January and 
we were married in November the same year. A little over a year later we had 
our first child, a daughter. When she was 13 ½ months old, we had a son. 
Another daughter came along 18 months later. Two years later we had our third 
daughter. We have eight grandchildren.  
I worked for Phillips Refinery from 1951 until 1982 when the company 
closed their plant here in Kansas City. I now work two days a week delivering 
flowers for Ranchview Floral. My wife works three months out of the year as a 
receptionist for H&R Block. We both like our part time work as it gives us a 








Max A. Davis, F2/c 
Nebraska City, NE 
 
 I was born in a small town in middle Nebraska called Mason City on 
April 22, 1924, on Arbor Day. They celebrated this date as Arbor Day until they 
chose to move it a week later and that screwed everything up. I also grew up in 
this town and went through the 12th grade. I have a diploma. The size of my 
family consists of one son and a daughter. My boy has three children. His wife 
was a farm girl. He met her in church here in town one time and he told his 
mother, “Mom, I’m going to marry that girl.” He is a special education teacher. 
My daughter has five children and is renewing her license so she can teach this 
fall. 
 We lived in Deshler, NE and we got this notice from Uncle Sam and he 
said “We want your immediate attention to get on the bus and come to Omaha.” 
That’s where I said “I do” to the Navy. I spent 8-10 weeks at Farragut, ID in 
boot camp. I finished there October 19, 1943. From there I went down to the 
naval station in California and they shipped me back to Bremerton where I went 
aboard the USS Abner Read that November 1943 when it was there for repairs. 
Of course, I did not get in on that deal in Alaska. I was told to go aboard as a 
replacement so that made me feel real good. I was a fireman, third class when I 
went aboard. 
 I had a fond experience in Puget Sound while in the shipyard there. I 
had an aunt and uncle who lived nearby down from Seattle at a place called 
Redondo Beach where I spent a lot of time. The shakedown cruise after the 
repair was quite an experience. On the way down to California, I was hanging 
over the rail more than anything else. It wasn’t the best. While waiting down 
there for six to eight weeks, I spent my first Christmas down there, and I went 
to nearby San Francisco to see some of the kids I grew up with. He worked in 
the shipyards. They now live in Kearney, NE, and we still reminisce about our 
first Christmas. She said to me one time, “I believe we were about as lonesome 
as you were.” It was a memorable Christmas for me. 
 I went to fireman’s school there in San Francisco and was stationed 
someplace on Market Street. Then after that we went down across to New 
Guinea Islands, and had several episodes down there. From there we went to 
Leyte Gulf. I enjoyed our trip to Australia, of course, but that was a subject that 
one never forgets. 
 My battle station was the No. 2 lower handling room so that was where 
I was on the day we were attacked by the plane. In the water, I had to swim to 
a nearby ship, the Claxton, and they drug me aboard. A big old colored guy 







with an arm all wrapped up in a bandage handed me a package of cigarettes. I 
told somebody in later years, I wondered where I was going to put a package of 
cigarettes when I was wet all over, but I managed to hang on to them. I was in 
the water close to an hour which was very frightening because at the time there 
were two bombers overhead that I could see coming in over the ships. They 
were both shot down. 
 From the time I got back to the states, I went back home and my father 
met me at Grand Island, NE and we drove from there to Deshler where my 
mother had a new little brother waiting for me. He was about nine or ten months 
old. While home on leave, I was getting along fine, having a good time, and 
something happened and I did not feel too good. My folks got worried about 
me and we went to the navy hospital in Hastings for a checkup and a big black 
guy gave me an enema and sent me home. This didn’t do me any good and I 
ended up in an army hospital in Fir Mountain. I spent three or four weeks there 
and they shipped me to the Great Lakes Hospital for some tests. They kept me 
there until I seemed to feel better. Then they shipped me back to San Francisco 
where I was 30 days late on survivors leave. I missed a lot of the guys. I stayed 
in Treasure Island awhile and then was sent to Bremerton where I went to 
fireman’s school a second time for eight or ten weeks. I was quite helpful 
because I was one of the “old salts” and had a little experience. We had a lot of 
new people who just got out of boot camp. I guess I was a little help. I like to 
think I was. From there on, I got to go back home in April for a 10-day leave 
before we went aboard a ship which was the USS Bairoko (CV-115). I get a lot 
of literature from the CVD class of 1 to 123. They are trying to get organized 
and get things together on that. It sounds quite interesting but, like I told Betty, 
I’m still not as enthused about that as I am about our gang. Our group is hard to 
describe. It was quite an experience to see and visit with them from time to 
time. 
 The USS Bairoko was a new vessel that went into commission on July 
16, 1945 at Tacoma, WA. We had our shakedown cruise on the coast to San 
Diego. Of course, the war ended and we were out on shakedown cruise. I guess 
they thought they had enough going on in town so we were ordered to stay out 
a couple more days. From there we went to the Hawaiian Islands and down to 
Guam, Saipan, and the Philippines. We floated around over to Shanghai, China, 
and on the way back we came back to the Philippines. We stopped again and, 
by the way, there is a Quartermaster Woods who lives up by you guys. He was 
the quartermaster on board the USS Bairoko and he came by one day and said 
that about 10:30 that evening we would be passing over top of the Read. At the 








close to where it all happened. By the way, the USS Bairoko was named for a 
Bairoko Harbor which is a small inlet on the north coast of New Georgiana, one 
of the Solomon Islands. A Spanish navigator came upon these islands in 1567 
and hopefully believed that he had firmly touched the West Indies and named 
the group an Isle de Sone. 
 We had Christmas in the Philippine Islands that year and we tied up 
there and had a nice Christmas party aboard the ship. Then we came home, and 
they started discharging people on the point system. Then they froze the points 
and I, of course, was anxious to get out. I finally got enough points to get out in 
May, 1946. 
 From that time on, I stayed around Deshler for a while and worked at 
many things. Finally, I got connected up with a guy who was in the appliance 
business. Before I came back, he kept asking my father when I was going to get 
back because he wanted to hire me. So, I guess after a year and a half after I got 
home, I went to work for him. Before then I was helping my father. They had a 
big fire down at the broom factory where my wife worked and while there, I 
noticed this little gal and took a liking to her. When I had been home on leave, 
she fell in love with the uniform and four years later, she got me. By the way, 
we will have been married 44 years now this July 8 and I don’t think I did too 
bad. We’ve had a good life. We worked and lived here in Nebraska City for 
about 40 years. Before then we lived at Deshler. We moved to a little town of 
Oxford, NE for about a year, and then moved to Sidney, NE where I worked in 
the power plant in both towns. The power plant manager then came here to start 
up a new diesel power plant in Nebraska City. The power plant already there 
was in bad shape. They felt I knew something about diesel engines, or maybe 
they just liked me. Anyway, I retired from down here about six years ago at 62-
years-old. 
 Shipmates I remember are the people in the fireroom. Jim Amis, I 
remember him. It has been a real pleasure to get together with some of them. 
For years I have been traveling to Chicago and Joe Becicka, he lives over there 
on the eastern edge of Iowa. If I ever get the chance to go back over again, Joe 
and I are going to have a visit. I wish he’d make it to Bremerton. We correspond. 
Another fellow I corresponded with back and forth was on the USS Bairoko but 
in the last year and a half his health has failed, so I can certainly be grateful and 
thank the good lord that our health has been as good as it has been. 
 My career after leaving the service was in the power plant and electrical 
work. I was married July 8, 1947. My wife worked in a hospital over here in 
town as a nurse’s aide for a long time. Before I retired she got worn out and ill 







and I decided that she was better off at home because our two work schedules 
never jibed. It was better that she retired.  
 Our son, for the last three years, has been going to Washington, D.C. 
through the school with the Close-Up Foundation. That’s a close-up look at the 
government for high school juniors and seniors. While there, I asked him if he 
had seen the Navy Memorial. I told him I’d come and stay with his kids if he’d 
promise me he would go to the Navy Memorial and look around. I had sent in 
his name along with mine to be a plank owner for the Navy Memorial and so 
that was the first thing I asked him when he got home the other day. He said, of 
course, the visitor’s center isn’t open yet and it looks like it will be real nice. I 
understand it is going to be open this summer. Hopefully we can have our 
reunion back there. I see the Tin Can Sailors had their reunion down there in 
October when they dedicated the whole thing. 
 
Leland Downes, WT2/c 
Oswego, NY 
 
 I was born right here in Oswego, NY on the fifth of September, 1924. I 
was one of six children in the Downs family which consisted of three boys and 
three girls. I was educated in Oswego schools and on my seventeenth birthday, 
I presented my father with a permission voucher so I could enlist in the US 
Navy. I didn’t surprise him though, because we had discussed the situation in 
Europe many times. Three days later, with a signed voucher in hand, I rode a 
bus to nearby Syracuse, NY, and presented it to the Navy recruiter who then 
sent me to Albany, NY. After successfully passing the physical, I boarded a 
train for the very first time and ended up at the Navy boot camp in Newport, 
RI. Now, I am told by a very stern looking CPO, that he is my company 
commander, and he is going to see to it that by the time I graduate from boot 
camp, I am going to be apprentice seaman that records say I am, but as far as 
he is concerned, that time is a long way off. 
 That day did finally come along and, as you know, the Japanese entered 
the picture also. After the graduation ceremony was over, I was placed in a 
group that was selected for further training in marine engineering and boiler 
operation. After this training school was completed, my rate was advanced to 
fireman first class, and I was assigned to my first destroyer, the USS O’Brien 
(DD-415), commanded by Lieutenant Commander Thomas Burrowes. 
 After a long train ride to the west coast port of San Francisco, I boarded 
the USS Henderson for the trip to Pearl Harbor where I reported for duty aboard 








ammunition and headed out to sea to join their carrier task group of USS Wasp 
and USS Hornet in operations in the Solomon’s and the assault on Guadalcanal. 
The time now was June, 1942. Numerous contacts were made with enemy 
forces. Aircraft from both carriers made assaults on enemy positions along the 
way into July and the beginning of August when the amphibious landing on 
Guadalcanal took place on the Seventh. The O’Brien was part of the Air 
Support Force as this battle progressed through August and into September. On 
the 15th of September, I was on watch in the after engine room when, at 1454, 
an emergency flank ahead bell was received from the bridge and seconds later, 
a tremendous explosion took place, knocking out the electric power throughout 
the ship. In a matter of a few minutes, the emergency lighting came on and we 
were able to assess the damage which was extensive, to say the least. We were 
ordered to try to make it to Espiritu Santo for further repairs, which we were 
lucky to do but we were not so lucky trying to make it to Nouméa. While we 
were en route, the ship broke into two sections, right through the forward engine 
room, and sank.  
 We lost the carrier Wasp and the destroyer O’Brien to Japanese 
torpedoes in that engagement. We were picked up by the fleet tanker USS 
Cimarron which happened to be in the general area at the time. She was headed 
for the states so she took us right to San Francisco While at the receiving station 
on Treasure Island awaiting our next assignment, our skipper, Mr. Burrowes, 
told us that he would be taking command of a new destroyer being built at 
Hunters Point and invited anyone of the O’Brien crew who wished to do so, to 
come aboard with him and to leave their name, rank, and serial number with the 
yeoman. Quite a few guys went over to take a look at the ship and we found her 
to be the Fletcher Class number 526, named Abner Read. After being assigned 
to her, I went home for thirty-day leave and reported for duty aboard the Abner 
Read on the first week or so of January 1943. 
 I was aboard and present when our first skipper, Commander Thomas 
Burrowes, read to us his orders to be the commanding officer of the newly 
commissioned USS Abner Read (DD-526) on the fifth of February, 1943. Prior 
to this, I had been advanced in rate to water tender third class and assigned to 
the aft fireroom for duty watches and battle station. It seemed to me that the 
shakedown went along without any serious hitches, and, in no time at all, we 
were passing under the Golden Gate Bridge and heading for Cold Bay, AK to 
join up with a task force of considerable strength so we could route the enemy 
from our Aleutian Islands of Attu and Kiska. The Attu campaign went rather 
smoothly, but the Kiska one was another thing. We were on a routine anti-
submarine patrol of the approaches to the island and it was nearly 2 a.m. of the 







midwatch, when this terrible explosion rocked the ship from stem to stern. 
When our fuel system became contaminated with salt water, we knew we had 
been hit back aft in the fuel tank that we had been taking a suction from. After 
a quick change to a standby pump from forward tanks, we recirculated the fuel 
through the heaters to raise the temperature to 180 degrees, purged the 
contaminated oil overboard, relit No. 4 boiler, and reported to the engine room 
that we were ready to answer all bells. That is when we received the dreaded 
report that we had no screws nor rudder and everything aft of the aft engine 
room bulkhead was gone. I cannot describe the feeling that came over me, or 
the other guys for that matter, because no one spoke, so no one revealed their 
feelings. There was Joe Becicka, water tender, first class, Fred Swartout, water 
tender, second class, John Tacker, water tender, third class, Bill Adrianoff, 
fireman, first class, and myself, Lee Downes, water tender, third class. 
 When daylight came, we were taken under tow to Adak. One of the other 
ships sped on ahead with the wounded so they could be flown to a hospital. 
Most of the remaining crew members were flown back to the states, but Tacker, 
Adrianoff, and I, decided to stay with the ship to run the boiler and generator 
for needed heat and electricity while en route to Bremerton. The three of us 
developed a relatively close friendship from then on. We would go ashore 
together on liberty, even have our meals together on the ship when we had the 
duty. We traveled all over the Bremerton and Seattle area together while the 
ship was being repaired in Bremerton, but we still haven’t discussed our 
feelings of the night of August 18th. The trip down the inland waterway was 
slow going, but very relaxing. We stopped off at Sitka and Ketchikan for short 
periods to adjust the steering mechanism so we could aid the tug in negotiating 
the narrow stretches of water that we had to negotiate. The jury rudder that was 
installed at Dutch Harbor worked by the winches and cables on either side of 
the main deck. It was rather crude, but it worked fine. I don’t recall how many 
men stayed with the ship to bring it down to Bremerton, but I know it wasn’t 
many, probably not more than thirty or forty.  
 Our arrival at Bremerton Navy Yard was certainly a memorable one. 
The welcome, the handshakes, even some hugs and some invitations to people’s 
home for a home cooked meal. The people of Bremerton and Seattle sure made 
us feel like we arrived home, not just a port city whose citizens are used to 
seeing ships and sailors all the time. They made us feel special.  
 Within a few short weeks, the very capable shipyard workers of 
Bremerton had the Abner Read looking fit as a fiddle and it proved to be just 
that during the preliminary dock trials. The sad thing about that was the 








friends, like the folks who ran the coffee shop near the ferry dock, and the guy 
who ran the shoe shine stand just up the street from the main gate to the shipyard 
where a sailor could get a “spit shine” that would pass the toughest skipper’s 
personal inspection. That time came all too soon, when one day we stopped at 
a fuel depot and took aboard a full load. The next stop was a degaussing station 
to demagnetize the ship and then to an ammunition barge for a refill of our 
magazines. Our next destination was San Francisco, our “home port” where 
some new technical equipment was installed. Then on to the San Diego 
destroyer base to conduct a shakedown. Here is when our new Captain came 
aboard to relieve Cmdr. Burrowes of command. Our new skipper was Cmdr. 
Hutchins. 
 This shakedown cruise went about as smooth as the first one when the 
Abner Read was newly commissioned. New people were coming aboard all the 
time to replace men who, for one reason or another, wanted a transfer. These 
new men also replaced the casualties we suffered at Kiska. Fitting the new men 
into watch units and battle stations didn’t take much time. However, I lost a 
very close friend, John Tacker, when he requested a transfer to an east coast-
based ship, so he would be closer to home and maybe make it there on a long 
weekend liberty to be with his wife. I couldn’t knock that. 
 With the shakedown completed it was now time to depart the states and 
again go to sea. Our first stop was Pearl Harbor where we joined a task force 
for the Invasion of Kwajalein in the Marshall Island group, then on to Nouméa, 
New Caledonia, our operating base for the upcoming invasion of various 
Japanese bases on New Guinea, starting with Buna, Lae, and then moving our 
advanced base to Manus Island of the Admiralties group for the assault on 
Hollandia and Biak. This is where we spotted three Japanese destroyers 
escorting a group of landing barges. They immediately dropped the barges and 
made a run for it. We formed two lines on either side of them course and gave 
chase until the lead group took them under fire, scoring some hits but not 
enough to put them down before we were recalled to cover the task force in case 
they called for help from their air force. From there, we went on to Halmahera 
and Palau and then on to Leyte Gulf where we covered the landing at Tacloban 
on October 20. Throughout the next few days, numerous aircraft alerts were 
ordered. The weather got progressively worse and, as a result, the air attacks 
stopped. In fact, the war sort of went on hold while a severe typhoon moved 
through the area. We had to pull out of Leyte Gulf for deeper water and room 
to maneuver. This was the worst storm that I had ever experienced. After it 
passed on, the Abner Read retuned to Leyte Gulf and rejoined Rear Admiral 
Weyler’s battle line. On November 1, the Japanese increased their air attacks 







over the gulf. Numerous ships were hit. Abner Read sighted a pair of Vals 
through a break in the clouds. They nosed over into a dive. Prompt gunfire 
action shot away the leader’s port wing, but the fuselage crashed into the deck 
over the aft fireroom and started fires which exploded the ship’s magazines, 
giving her a list of 25 degrees. “Abandon Ship” was ordered at 1358 and, 17 
minutes later, Abner Read rolled over and sank stern first. 
 My battle station was the same as before, the aft fireroom, although I 
had been advanced in rate while on our shakedown out of San Diego, to water 
tender, second class. The crew was going over the port side because the wind 
was blowing the flames both to starboard and aft. Two destroyers, the Claxton, 
and the Leary were standing by and I swam to the Leary. They had a cargo net 
draped over the side to make it easy for anyone to scramble up to the main deck, 
which I used to do just that. As soon as they picked everyone out of the water, 
they delivered us to the USS Pinkney where they checked us out for wounds or 
injuries. That night, we were under way. I am not sure where we boarded the 
Lurline, maybe it was Manus Island. The Lurline took us to Brisbane, where 
they picked up some more passengers before getting under way for San 
Francisco The Lurline was the Matson Lines top passenger line before they 
loaned her to the Navy for use as a transport during the war. She was a very fast 
ship so we traveled alone without escort. No sub could possibly intercept her. 
We arrived in San Francisco in about ten days or so, and were processed at 
Treasure Island. We received new clothing stores, leave papers for thirty-day 
leaves, a couple of month’s pay, and we were on our way to Oakland to catch a 
train going east. It’s a five-day trip to Oswego, NY from Oakland and I thought 
we would never get there, but of course, we did. 
 After my thirty-day leave was up, I returned to Treasure Island to await 
my new assignment, which turned out to be the USS Sable, a training air craft 
carrier that was stationed on Lake Michigan and was berthed at the Naval 
Armory, just across the Randolph Street Bridge from the heart of the loop in 
downtown Chicago. There wasn’t much chance of being attacked by Japanese 
dive bombers in downtown Chicago. This is where I spend the rest of the war. 
I took the test for WT1/c and was promoted to that rank on January 1, 1945. I 
was discharged from the Navy on November 5, 1945. 
 I met my future wife while I was home on that thirty-day leave and it 
took two and a half years to get her to say “I do.” We were married on July 4, 
1947. She was a beautician and I chose to be a barber. After attending school 
and passing the state board exam, we built this combination barber and beauty 










Frank Drapela, FC3/c 
McKinleyville, CA 
 
 I was born on a farm in eastern Nebraska on August 11, 1911, where I 
grew up on the same farm. I was the sixth child of a family of nine children and 
I went to Clarkson High School. In 1938 I left Nebraska to work at a ranch in 
Arizona, where I had to sign up for the draft. In 1941 I started working for 
Phelps Dodge Copper Corp in Clarksdale, AZ. In 1942 the Army draft was 
beckoning me, so I joined the Navy in July and went to San Diego to boot camp 
and then on to fire control school.  
 I had no experience on a ship until I came aboard the Abner Read in 
February when it was commissioned. Some of us got assigned to the Abner 
Read in December and didn’t get paid until February and it was hard to go on 
liberty. As far as I can remember, my rank was fireman, third class, when I 
came aboard. It was quite a surprise, I think, to everyone when the captain 
announced that we would go to Cold Bay, AK, and all I could remember that 
was the ocean was rough, but everyone soon had his sea legs. The mine that 
eventually hit us, hit right at my bunk, but I happened to be on another part of 
the ship so I just got scared. 
 When the Abner Read got hit, a group of us went ahead to Bremerton 
on a cargo ship and the Navy issued us new clothes and sent us home on a two-
week leave. When we came back, some of us went roller skating and bowling 
while the ship was repaired. There were no earthshaking experiences on the 
shakedown cruise after the ship was repaired. Going to Hawaii on the way to 
the South Pacific was rather exciting, but by then we were experienced salts 
and could take anything. There were still problems to be worked out, but the 
big problem was to keep everyone ready for anything. There was the running 
aground at Milne Bay, liberty at Sydney, and the two Japanese Bettys coming 
at us at Wakde Island and then on to the Philippines. 
 My battle station was at the starboard side 40mm gun director, when we 
were hit, and don’t ask how I got down there. I regained consciousness on the 
deck below, near the gun, which was on fire, and I got angry because I held a 
shoe in my hand. I had lost my socks and the other shoe, so I threw the shoe in 
the fire. Chief torpedoman Carpenter picked me up and carried me into the 
shade of the bridge, and gave me a shot of morphine. Then Parker, torpedoman, 
second class, took off his life jacket and buckled it on me and asked a couple of 
men to get me off the ship. They threw me over the side, about 25 feet down 
into the water. A whale boat picked me up and I don’t remember the rest too 







well. I just know that they were surprised when I told them that my leg was 
broken, and it was. 
 Some of us were transferred to the hospital evacuation ship and were 
sent to New Caledonia for a month. On the way, Goorabian shaved me every 
day and Duggan gave me a bath. It was sure appreciated. From New Caledonia, 
I went to San Francisco and then to Great Lakes Navy Hospital. After a bone 
graft and a summer to recover, I went to Long Beach Naval Hospital and got 
discharged in June 1946. My leg was still ailing and I went to the VA hospital 
at Fort Snelling and got skin grafts until January 1947. The VA doctors told me 
not to do any hard work for three years so I went to Arizona and got a degree 
in accounting in 1951 from the University of Arizona. 
 From 1951 to 1962 I was doing accounting and then decided to change 
to teaching so I went back to school and went to teach sixth grade in 1964. In 
1970 I received a master’s degree in education from Northern Arizona 
University. I taught school until 1978. I also did some painting and ceramics. 
In July 1951 I married my wife and have been married ever since. This year we 
will celebrate our 40th anniversary. We have no children. She also taught school 
but had another career as an artist, doing watercolor painting. She also does 
ceramics. We have traveled extensively throughout the USA, Europe, Australia, 
New Zealand, Tahiti, and the Fiji Islands. 
 
Thomas A. “Tommy” Dunn, MM3/c 
Lenoir City, TN 
 
 I was born on January 13, 1925 in the Bronx. I moved upstate New York 
during the summer of 1940 for my junior and senior years, to the small town of 
Kinderhook, NY and graduated in June of 1942. My family moved back to the 
Bronx in August 1942. My family consisted of two parents, the usual, two older 
sisters, and one younger brother. I went to see the Navy Day Parade on Fifth 
Avenue in Manhattan during lunch hour when I worked in a department store. 
The next day I took the exam to enlist. Having fallen in love with the fleet as a 
kid, I cut school each summer to see them anchor in the lower Hudson river, 
usually in late May. Or we rode our bikes over to Brooklyn Navy Yard to gape 
at them. I was sworn in on November 13, 1942 and shipped to Great Lakes 
Naval Training Station for boot camp and then machinist school. 
 I boarded the Abner Read on June 12, 1943 in San Francisco to replace 
an AWOL fireman in the forward engine room. I was a fireman second class, 
machinist mate striker. In Alaska, I was asleep in my bunk in the starboard hull, 








awakened by the man in the lower bunk who came to when the cold water hit 
him. He pulled me from my middle bunk and we escaped through the cooks’ 
compartment escape hatch to the main deck. Don Muma is now deceased. 
Neither of us heard the explosion. I don’t know how many others got out of that 
compartment, if any.  
 I lived with the chiefs from then on since I was their mess cook. It was 
good duty! They tipped well every pay day, no night watches to stand, and on 
occasion a mug of “coffee royale” when I left hot coffee and sandwiches for the 
night watch chiefs. On shakedown it was hail to the “puke patrol.” Of course, 
there was little traffic to the mess hall, and we could get all the food we wanted. 
 My battle station was the forward engine room. We alternated general 
quarters duty with our station mate. I took the morning air raid and went topside 
after lunch. Nick Fitzpatrick, throttleman, got me moving after the plane hit us. 
We helped get some of the injured me up to the foc’sle away from the rain of 
shrapnel and explosions. Ernest Zingg, torpedoman, third class, crawled 
forward from the tunnel under the No. 4, 40mm gun to the port quarterdeck 
before he collapsed. Fitzpatrick pulled him away from the flames and beat the 
flames from his hair and clothing. We carried him forward where someone gave 
him morphine and a cigarette. He sat, still smoking from his burned flesh and 
clothing, puffing the cigarette, his skin hanging from his arm like a torn shirt. I 
never saw him again, but I can still see him. John Hoeffer got some of us to try 
freeing the starboard whaleboat. The explosion of the No. 3, 40mm magazine 
stopped us from that. Hoeffer began asking men for their life jackets to give to 
the wounded. He was everywhere during the brief half hour after we were hit 
until we abandoned ship, steady and calm. It helped to see him.  
 We jumped from the port side foc’sle after getting the wounded off. We 
threw as many powder cans over as we had time, to use as floats to hang onto 
before going over the side. Away from the ship, whaleboats picked up the 
wounded, and then the Claxton came to pick up our group. She had a big hole 
in her side. One of her crew pulled me aboard and handed me a coffee mug with 
a good shot of bourbon. Another kid found a pair of pants and gave me a pair 
of his shoes. We were the same size. A Navy tugboat took us to the Pinkney. 
Later we boarded the Lurline at Brisbane. Once again, I lucked up on some 
good duty as a security sentry rationing water at a cleaning locker sink one deck 
below the women’s staterooms. We can’t go into that here for obvious reasons. 
It was a pleasant, if too short, cruise.  
 From ‘Frisco, after leave, I went to Norfolk where I met Dot. Then on 
to Boston and new construction: The USS Harry L. Corl (APD-108). The Fargo 
building receiving station was the easiest place to get out of in the Navy. Just 







sign out and go. I went home, ducking shore patrol, until commissioning date. 
A shipmate mustered for me, and signed me out every day. 
 After shakedown off Cuba, I went back to Norfolk and I got married 
before sailing for Honolulu to train for the invasion of Japan. Halfway out of 
Panama, the first bomb dropped. After the Japs quit, we were ordered to ‘Frisco, 
and Seattle, then to Adak to take “Sea-bees and equipment” to Russian Siberia. 
They built a weather station atop mountain outside of the town of Petropavlovsk 
located on the Kamchatka peninsula north of the Japanese Islands. When it was 
finished, the Reds took it and built a fence around it. Returning with the crew 
to man and operate the base, and pick up the remaining Seabees, the ship was 
placed under guard by the Russians. Two weeks later, a PBY flew in with some 
big wigs, and they marched our guys down to the dock, and sent us packing just 
as the harbor began to freeze solid for the winter.  
 APD-108 made one more trip from Adak to Barrow, AK, up in the 
Arctic Ocean with replacement personnel, and brought back some men going 
home for discharge. I left the ship in Seattle, and rode a freight car with four-
high Navy bunks, a little heat, and a closet-outhouse for the head in one corner. 
The diner car was another boxcar with a field kitchen stove in it. You would get 
a tray and eat at your bunk. Still it was a great trip to New York for discharge. 
 Remembering shipmates developed considerably after I began 
searching for them in 1984. Then, I remembered the ones I went ashore with or 
worked with. The problem was, “What town was he from?” You can’t find them 
without that. The first located was Lee Downs from Oswego, NY. I had visited 
his home on leave after the Read sank, met his girl, and his folks. He told me 
about the Phoenix reunion. He didn’t go to it either. He gave me Al Gill’s 
number. Nick Fitzpatrick broke me in on watch in the engine room under Chief 
McCue, the old white-haired China duty chief that sang a thousand sea chanties 
on midwatches that got better as the night wore on. I remember all of the engine 
room gangs, and most of the fireroom men because I had to take soundings 
every hour in the water tanks located there: Two watches per day. 
 Having mess-cooked and lived in the chiefs’ quarters, I remember all of 
them: Fiddler, McCue, both Hills, Carpenter, Bishop, Martin, Mabry, Marrit, 
Tattrie, Masterson, Megee, Helton, May, Robinson, Tripp and Sullenberger. 
Good men, all. Those old regular Navy men are what held the line after Pearl 
Harbor when we had little but their guts to fight with. To me, they stand with 
the early heroes of this nation who stood at Lexington, Bunker hill, and 
Saratoga. Not just the chiefs, but all the prewar officers and men. Lt. Alderman, 
engineering officer, who took so many tail chewings because of kids like 








Burrowes, and Jim Brown, who was always searching the engine room for 
contraband items. George Moore and Gus Griffin who patiently learned to 
translate my Bronx language. They thought it was a foreign tongue. 
 I was discharged at Lido Beach, Long Island, NY on December 12, 
1945. I spent three years working shipyards as a machinist in the New York and 
New Jersey area. Then I moved south to escape the animals in the Bronx Zoo. 
I wound up in the garment trade and found a home. I moved up in manufacturing 
and then on the road selling machinery and knowhow to garment 
manufacturers. As that industry got exported by the government, I found it 
easier to hang it up than absorb the cost of the travel. 
 My wife and I were married July 25, 1945. We have one daughter and 
one grandson who is aboard the USS Francis Scott Key, a submarine. We don’t 
hear from him much, he can’t get mail down there or answer ours. He will call 
us when he gets back to Charleston, SC, his base. They alternate crews twice a 
year. He will go to college when he gets out, unless some sweet thing grins at 
him, like his old grandpa. I’m now retired. We live here on the river and enjoy 
a quiet life with no regrets. My hobbies consume the days rapidly. I build and 
sail on boats, paint and sketch, and putter around the place. 
 
Allan Dutch, F1/c 
Rochester Hills, MN 
 
 Great Britain was my birth place. I was born on December 19, 1923 in 
Manchester, England. My mother brought my older brother and me across the 
Atlantic to Quebec. I was 1½-years-old. From there we went to Windsor, 
Ontario. These were steps to join our dad who had come ahead to the USA in 
1923 before I was born. When I was 3½, my mother, brother, and I moved 
across the Detroit River, and took up residence on the west side of Detroit with 
my father who had rented a house for us. He had moved from Boston to Detroit 
for a better job and to be with us. I was almost 3½-years-old when my father 
first saw me! My sister was born in 1928. The only relatives I have ever seen 
are my mom, dad, brother, and sister. My father died in 1975. My mother, who 
is 90-years-old, is in a nursing home in Troy, OH. My sister lives in Dayton, 
OH and my brother has lived in Torrance, CA since 1959. All three of us kids 
grew up on the east side of Detroit. 
 I enlisted in Detroit, on November 16, 1942. I was turned down by the 
Marines because I was two inches too tall. I was 6’ 4” and they held out for 
heights between 5’ 7” and 6’ 2” tall. I tried the Air Corps and was rejected 
because they required a college degree and perfect teeth. I had a malocclusion 







that wouldn’t fit around an oxygen hose! So, my buddy and I went to the Navy, 
and we were in before we know what happened. Actually, this all took several 
months because my best friend and I tried to get the Marines to change their 
minds. Needless to say, the motivation was pure patriotism 
 I was shipped to Great Lakes Training Station at Camp Green Bay in 
Wisconsin. The closest town was Waukegan, IL. After eight weeks of boot 
camp, some of us were sent to machinist school in another section of Camp 
Green Bay which was situated on the shores of Lake Michigan. After school I 
was promoted to F1/c. Then, I was shipped by way of the Santa Fe Railroad to 
Treasure Island in San Francisco Several weeks later, I was transferred to 
nearby Goat Island, and assigned to a ship. We assembled at 5:00 a.m. for 
pickup. Many hours later, almost a thousand men had been deployed and I was 
the only sailor left. My name had not been called. Finally, a truck roared up to 
me, and the driver shouted my name. He helped throw me and my gear aboard 
and we raced off, with a wailing siren, and a complete disregard for sirens and 
lights! We arrived at the Abner Read as she backed out of the dock. Everyone 
was yelling “jump!” so I did. With a little help from my soon-to-be shipmates, 
I made it. The guys on the truck threw my ditty bag aboard but forgot my sea 
bag. It was too late when they finally thought of it. We were out in San 
Francisco Bay, and I never saw that sea bag again. All I had for clothing was 
on my back. My rank was F1/c.  
 Attu had been conquered and the Abner Read had been returned to San 
Francisco when I was assigned on board. Because I had lost my sea bag with 
all my clothing, I got in trouble with the Abner Read captain. I was assigned to 
the after fire-room and without a clothing change, quickly became pretty 
unpopular. When we tied up to either the Black Hawk or Markham Supply Ship, 
my water tender said “Go on over and get some clothes. Whatever you need.” 
I really risked my neck to get over and back only to be gruffly ordered up to the 
bridge by Captain Burrowes. Seems I had neglected a few things: His 
permission to leave the ship and saluting the flag both going over and coming 
back. For my sins of omission, I was put on captain’s mast, then on mess 
cooking, which is KP for the uniformed. I also had to serve a 12-4 a.m. watch 
on the bridge. That searchlight saved my life. That’s where I was when the 
explosion occurred. Again, I lost all my belongings. My bunk was in the center 
of the last sleeping compartment in the after part of the ship. But, far worse than 
that, I lost my best friend. If that stern part of the ship is ever raised, they will 
find the remains of Martin Aloysius Coyne who couldn’t sleep in his hammock 
in the bow of the ship. He asked me if he could sleep in my bunk while he was 








when the middle and top bunks collapsed on him. Talk about lousy luck. His 
hometown was Pittsburgh, and he worked in a candy factory making Clark 
Bars. 
 I volunteered to return with the ship, what was left of it, to Bremerton. 
First, we had to unload ammunition at either Dutch Harbor or Unalaska. While 
it was in drydock there, they also built a chain fall operated rudder on the back 
end, and filled in the open compartments where they were broken apart. On the 
way back, we stopped at several small islands and passed through a pod of 
whales. My most vivid memory is our stop in Sitka, AK, and the trip down the 
Inland Passage, with another stopover night at Ketchikan. We had a liberty at 
Sitka, but raised so much hell there that no one was allowed ashore at 
Ketchikan. When we got to Bremerton, I was sent home to Detroit by the Union 
Pacific RR for nineteen days’ leave. Upon returning to duty with the Abner 
Read, I spent most liberties in and around Seattle by taking the ferry over and 
back. I visited the USO, other nightclubs in Chinatown, and some dance halls. 
 I was on the Abner Read shakedown cruise out of Bremerton. Does this 
qualify me as a half plank owner? My assignment was to general quarters 
station as a loader in the No. 3, 5-inch magazine. I had hoped to be on the 20mm 
gun on the starboard side, about midships, as I was in the Aleutians. On the 
shakedown cruise to San Francisco, one of my fingers was mangled while 
loading the practice loading machine on deck about midships. When we reached 
San Francisco, I was transferred off and sent back to Treasure island long with 
seven or eight of the crew. 
Then I was reassigned to the USS Jason (ARH-1) which was being built 
in San Pedro, CA. I was sent aboard before its commissioning ceremony and 
helped get the Balcony Machine Shop organized. The Jason left San Pedro 
about May 1944. We were off to Pearl Harbor and then the South Pacific. Our 
route included Pearl Harbor, the Admiralty Islands, and Ulithi Atoll, where we 
sustained both a Jap bomber attack and a Jap baby sub attack. Those subs sank 
three tankers, a transport, and a destroyer escort.  
The bomber suicide attack blew a hole in the aircraft carrier Bunker Hill 
that was big enough to put a big house in. It destroyed 38 of our planes and 
killed 40-50 sailors. From there we traveled to Leyte Gulf and on to Okinawa. 
We made a stop at Finch Haven in New Guinea where no one was allowed 
ashore. The on through the Yellow Sea to liberate Korea in September 1945. 
Later we traveled to Qingdao, China, for Thanksgiving, Christmas, and the New 
Year 1946. A month later we left for the USA with a damaged propeller, one of 
two. Our journey took 18 days. When we reached San Pedro, I was immediately 
put in the Terminal Island Hospital. This, after a 22-month cruise without 







visiting a decent city. In the hospital I was treated for a severe case of jungle rot 
on fingers, hands, arms, feet, and other areas. The Navy discharged me at the 
Terminal Island Naval Hospital. I then traveled by bus to Phoenix, AZ where I 
stayed with my brother until my fungus healed up enough for me to travel, and 
my welcome wore out. My 6’ 4” frame weighed only 152 lbs. and I was heavily 
bandaged, but I do believe my family was very happy to have my home. I was 
sure glad to be there. 
Shipmates I remember are Martin A. Coyne, Pittsburgh, Robert 
Kamenar, Cleveland, Walter Johnson, Saulte Ste. Marie, MI, Robert 
Henderson, Columbus, OH, Clarence “Ray” Hilgeford, Dayton, OH, Robert 
Mills, small farm town near Los Angeles, Todd Waro, Toledo, a coxswain 
named Cutright, a seaman named Fish, and another one named Love from 
Tennessee, near where Tom Dunn lives. I know Love was killed because his 
bunk was right near the explosion. I knew John Chamberlain. There were two 
brothers whose last name was Humphry from Des Moines who had bunks 
across the passageway from my bunk. 
One funny thing I remember happened on the trip back to Bremerton. 
Our wounded ship was in the open sea and several of us sailors decided it would 
“safer” to sleep on deck inside a 5-inch gun handling room. We tied the door 
open and wrapped blankets around our clothed bodies and went to sleep. During 
the night, the weather got nasty and suddenly the ship rolled over so far that 
water rushed into the handling room and we woke up floundering in water like 
drowned rats. The next day, we arrived at the Inland Passage and quiet water. 
Back home again, I started to college. I had day and night classes and 
got enough credits to graduate with a BA in 1949. However, I got a job as a 
salesman selling business machines, systems, and printed forms. After a short 
stint of selling, one of my customers offered to double my salary if I would 
work for him as a tool and die maker. I accepted.  
On June 16, 1951, my wife and I were married. She had been born and 
raised in upper Michigan’s town of Iron Mountain. She was 26 and I was 27. 
Her doctor warned me privately that I shouldn’t marry her if we wanted children 
because he didn’t think she could get pregnant. Our beautiful daughter was born 
Christmas two years later. The next three pregnancies were unsuccessful but in 
1961, she presented me with a 10lb 1 oz. handsome baby boy. He was the 
biggest boy born in the Detroit area on that day. Both are presently unmarried 
and both work with computers in the health field. 
My wife worked for two years after our marriage. She quit her 
secretarial job with Detroit’s ordnance district to have our daughter. She has 








engineer drawing car designs and weld studies. I even sold Fuller Brush 
products for a short period when work was slow. The past 18 years of 
productive activity were with the Chrysler Corporation as a tool and die maker. 
Then, at the age of 57, I had a home accident that forced my retirement with 
100% disability. My right foot was crushed and there were other injuries. 
Several years, and twelve specialists later, I have accepted their verdicts: No 
hope for help. Learn to live with it. My wife and I will celebrate our 40th 
anniversary on June 16, 1991. We may not have any grandkids yet, but there is 
still hope. Together we keep as busy as our infirmities allow. We’re committed 
to our church and friends. We are very much involved in volunteer work for the 
Lutheran Child & Family Service organization. We swim for physical therapy 
four to five times a week. 
 
William H. Dyer, Jr., Lt. 
Alamo, CA 
 
 I am and only child. I was born March 16, 1918 in Newport, AR. We 
arrived in Long Beach, CA, in May 1933. I attended high school and graduated 
in June 1936. I started Long Beach City College in September 1937. I graduated 
with an Associate of Arts in 1940 and then enrolled in UCLA in the spring of 
1940. I enlisted in the V7 program in August 1940 because I wanted to be an 
officer in the war that appeared so evident, and to avoid the draft into the Army. 
 I served thirty days aboard the USS Wichita as an apprentice seaman, 
and then returned home. I reported to the US Naval Academy in February 1941, 
and was sworn in as a midshipman. In May 1941, I was commissioned as 
ensign, USNR. I had thirty days at the academy in advance gunnery training. I 
reported to the USS Gregory (APD-3). In the 16 months before the ship was 
sunk at Guadalcanal, we trained US Marine raiders at New River, NC until war 
was declared. We proceeded to San Diego for refitting, and proceeded to Pearl 
Harbor in May 1942. I was promoted to lieutenant, junior grade, in June 1942. 
 We continued training Marines until proceeding to Guadalcanal. We 
landed our Marines on Tulagi on August 7, 1942. We shuttled supplies between 
Guadalcanal and Espiritu Santo, New Hebrides, until we were sunk in a night 
surface action on September 5, 1942. I was wounded and awarded the Purple 
Heart. I returned to the United States for thirty days survivor’s leave and then 
reported to the USS Abner Read on November 30, 1942 at Bethlehem Steel, 
San Francisco 
 From February 1943 to November 1943 I was the assistant gunnery 
officer, fire control officer. At Attu, I was in combat control at the computer 







which controlled the 5-inch guns. We supported the landing by shore 
bombardment. I remember that we went into Massacre Bay to do our shooting, 
and the bay had not been swept of mines. At Kiska, I had just finished my watch 
when we hit the mine. We were towed to Dutch Harbor. I came home on leave. 
After the ship was repaired at Bremerton Navy Yard, we went to the South 
Pacific.  
 In Marcy 1943 I was promoted to lieutenant, and became navigator in 
November 1943. I detached May 14, 1944. I reported to the USS William B. 
Preston (AVD-7) as the Executive Officer at Perth, Australia. Our duty was as 
a support ship for PBY pilots flying in the Indian Ocean. I returned to the United 
States and then worked as a plane guard for the USS Ranger, training pilots off 
San Diego. I was ordered to command the USS William B. Preston on April 3, 
1945. I was promoted to lieutenant commander on October 3, 1945. I was 
relieved of command on November 20, 1945 at Philadelphia Navy Yard and 
went on terminal leave until January 26, 1946. I was promoted to lieutenant 
commander, USNR, on August 31, 1949. On November 13, 1953 I resigned 
from the US Naval Reserve, and was honorably discharged from the USNR. 
Rear Admiral John Hoeffer and I served on the board of Lucky Stores for many 
years. John Lives in Belvedere, CA.  
 I returned to the Dollar Markets, Inc. after terminal leave in January 
1946. I was an Assistant Store Manager while I attended college. When I 
returned, I was made general manager. The company had four food stores with 
an annual volume of about 4 million dollars. In 1950, the company was sold to 
Golden State Dairies, a large California dairy. In 1952, the company was 
merged with Jim Dandy Markets, and I continued as vice president and general 
manager. The company now did about 22 million dollars, and operated nine 
stores. In 1956, Jim Dandy was merged with Lucky Stores, Inc. I became vice 
president general manager of the Jim Dandy division and director of Lucky 
Stores, Inc. 
 From 1956 until I retired in July 1974, I continued to be promoted. I was 
senior vice president, executive vice president, and became president in 1967. 
In 1968, the company did a little over one billion dollars in sales. In 1971 I 
became chairman of the board and chief executive officer. When I retired as an 
employee in 1974, with 38 years credited service (Navy service counted as time 
on the job), the company’s annual sales were about three billion dollars 
operating food stores, discount department stores, automotive parts store, fabric 
stores, and restaurants. 
 I married my wife on February 27, 1942. We will celebrate our 4ninth 








live on the golf course. I play three or more times a week and loaf the rest of 
the time. I have never forgotten a wardroom full of men who were rescued from 
the cold, cold water when we hit the mine at Kiska. I remember the 
disappointment I felt when we got to Bremerton and found a new stern waiting 
for us. A job that I thought would take months was finished in weeks. 
 
Charles J. Eisenbeis, SC2/c 
Toppenish, WA 
 
 The Civil War was over, and with his discharge from the Army, my 
grandfather homesteaded a section of land in Blaine, KS. He built a house and 
raised his family. It was in this house on June 21, 1922 that I was born, the 
eighth of eleven children. There wasn’t much money as we were growing up, 
but we didn’t consider ourselves poor. We never wanted for anything. The farm 
provided all our food and we got fresh water from a hand pump outside the 
kitchen door. Our clothes were hand sewn and what couldn’t be made was 
ordered through the Sears catalog. We went barefoot in the summer, but there 
was always a new pair of shoes when school started in the fall. 
 Our way of life suddenly changed as the Dust Bowl hit the Great Plains. 
In 1936, on February fourth, everything we prized was sold at public auction. 
The government bought our cattle for $17.50 a head. We heard there was work 
to be found in Washington State, so Dad packed his family into two Model A’s. 
With a few personal possessions, and hams along with other unperishables, tied 
to the running boards, we headed west. Hotels were a dollar a night. It took us 
seven days to get to the Yakima Valley. We stayed with relatives that had left 
Kansas before us, until dad bought a house in Wapato for $1,200 cash. We were 
all able to find odd jobs and adjust to our new way of life. My dad died suddenly 
when I was fifteen, and being the oldest son at home, I quit school after 
graduating from the ninth grade. I was hired to work steady as a meat cutter, 
which turned out to be my lifetime career. 
 At the age of nineteen, I joined the Navy in August 1942. I spent boot 
camp in Farragut, ID. I then went to Treasure Island where I was assigned to 
the Abner Read. I was on her all the time from start to finish. When I was 
assigned to the Abner Read, I came on as a deck hand. The day they learned I 
was a meat cutter, I was assigned as cook.  
 After our shakedown cruises, we were sent to patrol Attu. Then came 
the first invasion. Our first invasion was Kiska. Later while patrolling Kiska, 
we hit a land (sic) mine and lost 85 feet of our destroyer, along with the fan tail. 
We stayed afloat and were able to limp back to Bremerton for repairs. This took 







30 days. When we pulled into port, there was our new fain tail waiting on the 
dock. There was a thirty-day leave for everyone while the ship was being 
repaired. 
 Back aboard the Abner Read, we had our shakedown run, then headed 
south where we were involved in several invasions. The most historic was 
escorting General MacArthur back to the Philippines, and the invasion of the 
Philippines. It was during this invasion that we lost our destroyer after being hit 
by a Japanese kamikaze. I was one of the lucky ones who got out alive and 
suffered only a few shrapnel wounds. 
 After fifteen days leave to the states, I was flown to Auckland, New 
Zealand, and assigned to a freighter. It was 125 feet long and made of wood. I 
was the only supply officer aboard. That meant I was chief cook, bottlewasher, 
and cook for eighteen men. That only lasted about three weeks, then came the 
good news: VJ Day, which we celebrated in Auckland, New Zealand. I had one-
half point more than required for discharge. I caught the Lurline for ‘Frisco, 
then it was on to Bremerton, where I was discharged November 13, 1945. 
 I came back to Wapato where I had left from. I worked in a meat market 
and met my wife there. It was love at first sight for both of us. We were married 
January 28, 1947, so that figures we have been married 44 years. It has been a 
real good life. Real good wife. She’s had to put up with me. We have three girls, 
and two grandchildren. I’ve spent most of my life around Wapato. I bought my 
first meat market in 1952 and still own a meat market: I just make out the checks 
now. I have a man and wife who have worked for me for over 33 years. They 
run the business now. In 1972 I purchased 80 acres of hay and pasture land and 
started raising beef cattle. We have beef cows, 60 to 70 head. We raise calves 
and sell them in January. We live the peaceful feeling the ranch offers. We built 
a home here in 1979, and still live there. Life has been good to both of us and 
we’ve raised three lovely daughters. Looking back, there isn’t too much of my 
life I’d change. I’m proud to have served my country and helped keep her free 
because it was the freedom that made all my dreams possible. 
 
Wayne R. Fleming, GM2/c 
Portland, OR 
 
 I was born on May 9, 1921 in Portland, OR, where I grew up. I had one 
sister. I enlisted in July 1942 at Portland, OR, just because there was a war on. 
I attended gunner’s mate school and then electric hydraulic school at the 
destroyer base in San Diego, and was assigned to the USS Baffins, a small 








assigned and served on the USS Casablanca, an intermediate size carrier. I 
served as gunnery instructor at Point Montara anti-aircraft gunnery school. I did 
shore patrol duty in Bremerton. I reported to the Abner Read as a gunner’s mate 
second class shortly after the ship was repaired. I joined ship in Seattle, but I 
don’t remember the date. On the shakedown cruise I remember that I was sicker 
than hell. 
 For the time period after February 1944 I remember sweat, heat, and 
total boredom except during landings an operations. For my battle station, I was 
gun captain on starboard, forward 40mm. I abandoned ship by jumping off the 
bow of the ship when ordered to leave. I got picked up by a lifeboat from a 
damaged destroyer standing by. I don’t remember its name. I don’t remember 
the name Pinkney. If it was the damaged destroyer that picked us up, it took us 
to Tacloban where we boarded an invasion transport that took us to Hollandia 
where we boarded the Lurline that took us to San Francisco 
 I was then assigned to chase prisoners at the Navy detention barracks on 
Goat Island. This was an installation holding Navy prisoners awaiting trial for 
various crimes. I got assigned to the USS Nahant, a net tender which was new 
construction. I was on for the commissioning and shakedown cruise and was to 
head for Okinawa when the war ended. I was discharged November 1945.  Jep 
Clayton, gunner’s mate second class is the buddy I remember the most as we 
were together through thick and thin for over two years. 
 After the war I went into banking, eventually becoming a bank officer 
and then became a corporate officer in the bank holding company in charge of 
audit, security, and operations of a three-billion-dollar trust group. I retired in 
1983. I married an Irish Mick in November 1942 and we will celebrate 50 years 
next year. We have three children: Two daughters and a son. We have four 
grandchildren and one great-grandchild. 
 
Lloyd Frederick, Ens. 
Cambridge, IA 
 
The Lord has been good to me. I was born on a summer day, fifth of 
August, 1921, on a general farm near Shannon, IL. I trudged across the fields 
about a quarter mile to a one-room school until eighth grade graduation. I did 
chores on the farm, and walked three miles each way to Shannon High School 
for two years. In 1936, I moved with mother, father and two brothers to Lincoln, 
NE because dad’s health was better in Nebraska. I was president of my senior 
class and an honor society student at Jackson High in Lincoln, graduating in 
1938. I went to Nebraska Western University for two years, majoring in 







chemistry. I decided to use chemistry in agriculture, so I transferred to a major 
in Agronomy (soils) at the agriculture college of University of Nebraska. ROTC 
was not required for transfers, which pleased me, because I didn’t believe in 
war. 
 I was at a farmhouse fraternity rush party when the news about Pearl 
Harbor was broadcast on December 7, 1941. I considered my options and 
decided that I couldn’t ask someone else to take my place in military service, 
so I enlisted in the Navy V7 program so I could finish my degree. I graduated 
with a bachelor of science degree in Agronomy in 1943, and proceeded to 
midshipman’s school at Columbia University in New York City. About 110 
days later, on the 20th of October, 1943, I was commissioned. That same day I 
married my college sweetheart in Passaic, NJ, at my sister’s home, and 
proceeded immediately by train to San Diego. I sat up all night on the way to 
Chicago. Then, a roomette was available, but no money. A stranger behind us 
in the line kindly offered to loan us the money. It was our honeymoon trip on 
the Chief to San Diego. 
After training at destroyers’ school, orders came to report to the USS 
Abner Read, (DD-526), but the flu and strep throat made a hospital delay 
necessary. I served with navy shore patrol in San Francisco while waiting for 
transportation orders for about a month. The liberty ship took about a month to 
reach the Abner Read with a brief stop in Hawaii. I joined the Read about April, 
1944, and was assigned to the gunnery division. I really admired the guys who 
survived the Alaska duty and the mine explosion. I remember a night chase after 
a Japanese destroyer. Only time I remember traveling at “flank speed.” Wow! 
That water was hard as the ship slammed through the waves at about 40 knots. 
I wondered what we would do if we caught the Japanese destroyer, but she was 
faster than we were. The skipper said he could have gone a few knots faster if 
he had mainlined the steam, but he would only do that if he were being chased, 
not when he was chasing. 
In July, 1944, I was fortunate enough to be sent to sonar school in 
Sydney, Australia. After several sorties, we were assigned to the fleet that 
covered the return of our troops to the Philippines at Leyte Gulf. On the first of 
November of 1944, Japanese torpedo planes started attacking the fleet. We 
noticed that they did not pull up, but flew into our ships if they could. We 
learned that this is called kamikaze tactics. My gun crew was at general quarters 
on the port side 40mm guns by the after-stack. Someone yelled, “Bogey 
starboard!” We couldn't fire at it, but saw the torpedo plane coming directly 
toward us while the starboard batteries poured shells into that plane. Dead or 








Explosions continued. Power was lost. The ship started sinking. The order to 
abandon ship was passed to us.  
After making sure that all my men were in the water, I couldn't find a 
life jacket, so I jumped in. I couldn't swim well. I watched the oil spread, the 
fire spread with the oil, and the ship was sinking. Realizing that the ship could 
suck me under, I tried to swim away, but didn’t seem to make any progress. Out 
of nowhere, I heard a shout, and there was a raft full of men. Could they add 
one more? I said I didn't need to get in, just to hang on. Then we pushed the raft 
from the ship as she slipped to her watery grave. I was certainly grateful to those 
men who picked me up. We tried to find others as we made our way to another 
destroyer. Was that the Pinkney? After we climbed aboard, the attacks 
continued, and we wondered if we would have to swim again. Those Red Cross 
survivor kits surely helped out. Soon, we were on the Lurline heading for home.  
After 30 days survivors leave to see my wife and family, I was 
reassigned to the USS Blue (DD-744). The Blue is another story, as she was at 
the signing of the surrender in Tokyo Bay. After the war was over the Blue 
returned to San Francisco, and on to Bremerton where I received my orders to 
inactive duty via Great Lakes Naval Station. In 1953, I received my honorable 
discharge from the Navy. 
John Hoeffer was, is, one of the nicest men I ever served with. He was 
always helpful, considerate, firm, and fair. I thought that Captain Purdy got a 
raw deal in the court martial. There wasn't any way that we could have saved 
that ship. One night, after the war was over, some of the guys were talking about 
what we’d do and how much money we might make some day. One guy said 
he expected to make $5,000 a year, and we all thought he was crazy. I said I'd 
take the GI Bill and go back to school. Someone said, "What about staying in 
the Navy?" I said, "If they made me an Admiral tomorrow, I wouldn’t stay in.”  
In February, 1946, I went to Rutgers University, New Brunswick, NJ, 
for graduate work in soil microbiology. During this time, we bought our first 
home and our first daughter was born. Many long hours brought a Ph D degree. 
In September, 1949, my first job made me a faculty member of Purdue 
University where I was an assistant microbiologist in agronomy. While I and 
graduate students were learning how nitrogen behaved in the soil, a little 
Hoosier girl joined our family. In 1955, an opportunity to teach and do research 
brought us to Iowa State University at Ames, IA, where I became a professor 
of agronomy. In Iowa, a boy joined our family.  
After 22 years at Iowa State, an opportunity to work with Agriculture 
Scientists World Wide became available with the federal Agency for 
International Development (AID). Working with international programs, 







namely in less industrialized countries, provided us opportunities for travel and 
making friends in many countries around the world. Just as it was rewarding to 
watch students develop and become self-reliant, it was most rewarding to see 
scientists with very few resources make the most of the situation and develop 
into mature scientists who contributed significantly to their country's ability to 
feed themselves as well as to knowledge shared by the whole world. 
In 1989, we moved to another phase of my career when I retired from 
AID. I had also retired from Iowa State in 1978 when I joined AID. Time 
became available to visit family and friends more and to renew acquaintance 
with the wonderful shipmates from the USS Abner Read and the USS Blue. I 
still do some consulting work on agriculture research program with the National 
Research Council or the National Academy of Sciences, AID-and USDA. In 
1992, we had a marvelous three weeks in the Elderhostel program in Sweden, 
Denmark, and Norway, and highly recommend the experience to others. It is a 
great way to go. About 1800 places are available. So, what other exciting things 
has the good Lord have in store for us? We give him all the credit for a 
wonderful time on this earth and thanks for his help across the rough spots. It’s 
a great way to live. 
 
Sylvio “Frenchie” T. Giguere, S1/c 
Smithfield, RI 
 
 My name is Sylvio T. Giguere, nicknamed “Frenchie,” a common 
handle for persons of French descent. Aboard the Abner Read, shipmates found 
it easier to call me “Frenchie” than to attempt to pronounce “Giguere.” I was 
born on October 31, 1925, on Halloween. Though my place of arrival was 
Blackstone, MA, growing up years, grammar school, and high school, were 
spent in North Adams, MA. Our family size was seven: Mom, dad, three boys, 
two girls. I was the youngest. Looking back, we did have a good family 
environment. I enlisted in Pittsfield, MA, in September 1943. I was sworn in in 
Springfield, MA, in October 1943. I was honorably discharged at Boston, MA, 
in May 1946.  At the time I went in, my parents had come back to live in 
Blackstone. Being still single, I returned to live with my mother and father. 
North Smithfield, RI, where I now reside, is located just two miles from my 
birth place.  
 Why did I join the Navy? Many of my good friends, including my best 
pal, were either in the service or thinking about serving. Also, like every red-
blooded American at the time, I wanted to get even for what the Japs had rained 








many tragic moments and events, in addition to having some happy times. Upon 
completing boot camp training at Sampson, NY, and a short home leave, it was 
off to Treasure Island. Heavy American naval losses dictated that most of us 
were destined for “sea duty,” not many to the service schools. From Treasure 
Island, my assignment was the USS Abner Read for my shakedown, as well as 
that of the 526. It truly was “fantail testing time” for both myself and our ship. 
And yes, I did get seasick. Land swells along the California coast were 
“mountain high.” One of the few times that I was truly sorry I had joined the 
Navy. 
 My special “good buddy” while in the service, especially aboard Lil’ 
Abner was Earl “Frenchie” Gaudet. It took quite some time to get to know and 
like one another. We sort of grew on each other. In any event, we became solid 
friends. We had great times together, even after discharge from the service. Earl 
presently lives about one hundred miles from my “home port.” Bob Murphy, 
carpenter’s mate second class, at the time, was also a dear friend. He was my 
mentor in the construction and repair shop. I was a carpenter’s mate, striker, 
prior to our going down. Bob and I had liberty together while in Sydney. 
Unfortunately, after survivor’s leave, we did lose track of one another. 
 I came aboard the Abner Read in San Francisco, either January or 
February 1944. The 526 had just arrived from Bremerton after having had a 
new fantail attached. I was not aboard when our ship hit the mine in Alaska, 
however, I do have special feelings for those who were. Being newly adopted 
by the Abner Read and its crew led me to the realization that here I was, an 
eighteen-year-old seaman, second class, just arrived from New England, 
stationed aboard a destroyer, anchored in San Francisco Bay, still wet behind 
the ears with all night liberties. What a combination! Thank goodness for a good 
upbringing and USO’s. I was one of the many “Market Street Commandos.” 
 After leaving ‘Frisco, liberty and good times were few. We did stop at 
Pearl on our way out to join the forces of the Seventh Fleet. We were allowed 
to go into Honolulu with a curfew at 6 p.m. After Pearl, and for a lot of months 
following, it was very active duty. Our next real liberties were enjoyed in 
Sydney, Australia, just prior to our Leyte experience. Sydney was a delightful 
encounter. We were there for about fourteen days. Some of our personnel had 
every night liberty, many who didn’t, managed to make it ashore somehow. No 
one should ever forget our ship’s parties. Certainly not the first. What a brawl! 
The next day, Bob Murphy and myself spent about eight hours at the ballroom 
where the parties were held repairing furniture and whatever else needed work. 
So many stories came out of Sydney. While there we made a lot of good friends, 
yet some people I’m sure, were quite happy to see us leave. In any event, it was 







a great stay. To this day, I still feel that if I were not able to continue living in 
the USA, my first choices of residence would be in that land down under.  
 What was life about after leaving Sydney? War! So much happened in 
such a short time. Literally hundreds of stories could be told. So many that were 
different, yet similar. Most would be factual. My battle station was the No. 4, 
5-inch gun mount when we felt the big thump. I don’t remember when hatches 
flew open, but when conditions got really warm inside, our gun captain ordered 
us to leave our stations. The rest of our stay aboard the ‘526, and after we went 
over the side via the fantail, was for each of us, a personal crisis with some 
trying circumstances. Praying was not out of order. The end results are now 
history.  
 Myself, Earl Gaudet, and a few other men were picked up by a seagoing 
tug whose name I don’t remember. Its crew, that is, sent out help in rescue 
operations. What a glorious feeling when we set foot on deck. Again, we all had 
different, yet similar, experiences to tell about. Without a doubt, we were all a 
little shook. And yes, for those of us who survived, we were truly God blessed. 
I’ve so often wondered why some of us were spared and not the many who were 
lost. I’d have to believe we all have a purpose for being here and we have not 
finished our missions. 
 From the tug, we transferred to the USS Pinkney. Most of us who 
survived were back together again. I can vividly remember how some of us 
from the construction and repair shop would daily visit Daryl Weathers who 
had been terribly wounded, and was being cared for in the makeshift medical 
area by very caring medical people. The way Daryl danced and raised cane at 
our last three reunions is ample proof of the good healing job they and others 
did. From the Pinkney, we went aboard the SS Lurline, a converted Matson 
cruise ship. We sailed back to where it all began: San Francisco One of my 
biggest and best thrills ever was when we sailed under the Golden Gate Bridge. 
Hundreds of people were on hand to wave us welcome. Wow! After returning 
home and survivor’s leave, most of us had now been separated from one 
another. The war continued, and indications pointed to a long conflict. Each of 
us had many more trying moments we can recall, even some we could be proud 
of. In any event, the Abner Read chapter of our lives will live on in our 
memories forever.  
For about a month after our 30-day leave, I was stationed right on 
Market Street at the Treasure Island Annex Building. This was where shore 
patrolmen and the like were stationed ready for instant duty. My job, while 
waiting for permanent assignment, was working in the tailor/clothes cleaning 








of us were asked if we’d like some R&R. They didn’t call it that, at the time. A 
few of us accepted and it was off to the Sonoma Inn, situated in the California 
wine country. A beautiful resort which had been taken over by the Navy for use 
in wartime as a personnel rehabilitation and recovery area. What a wonderful 
week I had. I would love to hear from anyone who spent any time at the Sonoma 
Inn. In 1985, 40 years later, I revisited the Sonoma area with my wife, and yes, 
we did stay at the Inn. We received a royal welcome along with excellent 
accommodations and service. A truly pleasurable experience of reliving and 
sharing something from my past with my wife.  
What ribbons and medals did I earn? In addition to what most of us were 
entitled to while serving aboard Lil’ Abner, battle stars, etc., I received a 
commendation while aboard the minesweeper, USS Dunlin, for the good things 
we did during sweeping operations in the China Sea and along both Japanese 
coast lines. Also, while serving on the Dunlin, I caught a little shrapnel during 
what was supposed to have been a friendly episode. Again, that is another story. 
We all had a few. Most of us, without a doubt, never professed to be heroes. 
Obviously, we had a job to do. 
After VJ Day, I did get to visit some interesting after war sites, including 
Nagasaki and Hiroshima. I do have some snapshots taken in Hiroshima. A most 
tragic and horrible experience for those who were there when the A-bomb fell. 
A couple of years after discharge, on May 31, 1948, I was married to my wife. 
This year, we will be celebrating 43 years of wedded bliss. We have two 
children from our good marriage. We also have two wonderful grandchildren.  
We love our little family, and as you can readily see, we are quite proud 
of each member. Christianity, we practice, and we are actively involved in 
different degrees within our church community. In our civic endeavors and 
again as a family, we have a lot of interest for the ARC, both on the local and 
national level. Locally I’ve served as an officer and a member of the Board of 
Directors. 
We are also involved with Special Olympics. In 1983, my wife and I 
attended, and our son participated in the International Games which were staged 
at LUS in Baton Rouge, LA. There were seventy thousand people at opening 
ceremonies. What a touching and impressive sight. Our son and his teammates 
were fortunate enough to win gold medals in soccer. Again in 1987, our son 
and other Rhode Island athletes competed at Notre Dame in South Bend, IN. 
Again, how proud we were. Presently, our son is in training to compete at the 
1991 games which will take place at the University of Minnesota with opening 
ceremonies at the Metrodome in Minneapolis. Wild World of Sports will cover 
the action. We love being part of these beautiful human experiences. And yes, 







our son has the knowledge that his total family is supportive. This year, good 
Lord willing, our daughter son-in-law, and loving grandkids will be at our sides 
rooting for him and his teammates. 
By the way, while in Baton Rouge in 1982, my wife and I introduced 
ourselves to the curator of the USS Kidd, also members of the restoration 
commission. Naturally, we unfolded stories on the histories of our ships. While 
there, I joined their association and am still a member. First time I had seen a 
Fletcher class destroyer sins World War II. Thrilling it was.  
Career wise, in 1946 I embarked on a career that was to become my 
life’s work. It all started with the GI Bill which led me to on the job training as 
a barber. During ensuing years, I attended schools, clinics, and many seminars 
in order to gain more knowledge about the beauty and hair-replacement fields. 
The more I learned, the more I was able to accomplish, as well as increasing 
my earning capacity. Along the way, I also participated in shows and 
competitions on a local, state, and national level. Locally, and at the state level, 
I also served as an officer and president of our Barber-Stylist’s Association. Just 
so you won’t be overly impressed, Rhode Island IS a small state.  
At the time of my retirement, I still do a little hair-replacement work, in 
April 1990, I owned and operated a five-station salon. It has since been sold to 
one of my longtime employees. We worked by appointments and fortunately 
our book was usually filled. With every name in our book, most often we could 
place a face and every face belong to a friend. Though we did modestly well 
financially, it was most important that we had a friendly atmosphere.  
By the time this not-very-brief autobiography is read in print/book form, 
we should be well into enjoying our 1991 Bremerton Reunion. How fortunate 
we are! Some of our friends from past reunions are no longer personally with 
us, along with those who never made it out of battle. Rest assured, they are with 
us spiritually and know why we are left behind.  
 
Albert J. Gill, SM3/c 
Smithtown, NY 
 
 I was born on July 23, 1924 in Brooklyn, NY. It was a Wednesday, if 
my memory serves me. I grew up there about 99% of the time. I was an only 
child of our great depression, and lived with my mother, father, uncle, two dogs, 
and one cat. I enlisted in New York City on March 9, 1943, and requested the 
US Navy. The enlistment person wanted me to be gung-ho and go Marines. 
Prior to serving on the Abner Read, I attended signal school at the University 








Francisco, and was instructed in international visual communications. 
However, a large fleet draft caught me, and on December 26, I think, I came 
aboard the Abner Read in ‘Frisco Harbor, as a seaman first class, signalman 
striker.  
 We all can relate to various experiences between then and November 1, 
1944. My battle station was the No. 1 turret handling room until I made 
signalman third class in February, 1944, at which time my permanent battle 
station became the signal bridge. I guess my biggest battle, other than Leyte, 
was in Sydney, Australia at our ship’s dance. Who remembers? Anyway, I 
abandoned ship on November 1, 1944 from the port quarterdeck. Prior to that 
moment, I had just sent our last visual signal light to the Mississippi, our task 
force commander, to answer their question “What is your condition?” 
Commander Purdy said, “Tell them ‘We’re sinking.’ ” I did, and we did.  
 I was first picked out of the water by our motor whaleboat and went 
aboard the USS Claxton, then to the USS Anderson, and then to the Pinkney. I 
returned to the states on the Lurline in early December 1944. After returning to 
San Francisco in January 1945 from survivor’s leave, I was assigned to shore 
patrol headquarters on Market Street. I remained an SP until early March when 
I was sent to Newport, RI awaiting a new ship assignment. I eventually went 
aboard the USS Little Rock (CL-92) in Philadelphia. I made SM2/c while 
aboard the Big Pebble and was finally set free on March 26, 1946 in Lido Beach, 
NY.  
 I remember my shipmates by face more than by name, but I remember 
some well. Harry Huyck, who ended up my best man when my wife and I were 
married. I remember Pete Hilt, Troy Wilson, Frenchy Giguere, of the scalpers, 
Glen Generaux, Hal Hart, Pete Greco, Tony Mangiafico, Wayne Bostwick, 
Butler BM/2c and Andy Gorgrich who is buried back on Manus Island. There 
are others, but not at my fingertips. 
 I furthered my education under the GI Bill of Rights and became a 
mechanical engineer. My wife and I have been married 44 years. We have four 
great sons, and numerous grandchildren ranging in age from 19 down to four 
months.  
  







Emilio Giometti, Jr., S1/c 
Fresno 
 
I was born November 2, 1922 in Fresno, where I grew up. There are 
three in my family. I enlisted in Fresno on February 15, 1943 because I didn’t 
think too much of the Army. I went to boot camp in Boise, and on to signal 
school in Chicago. In November of 1943, I went aboard the Abner Read. At that 
time, I was a seaman first class as a signalman. My battle station was on the 
bridge. I abandoned ship by jumping. After quite a while in the water, I was 
picked up by Mangiafico and put on the USS Ammen. I got back to the states 
on the SS Lurline.  
When I got back to the states, I got 30 days leave. I reported back to 
Treasure Island in San Francisco for a few days. Then I was assigned to the 
USS Dashiell, another destroyer. I went aboard as a signalman second class 
with flag officer command, destroyer division 48. After a few months, I went 
with the flag officer aboard the USS Ringgold. There I made signalman first 
class and remined there until the war was over. I was discharged February 15, 
1946 in San Francisco 
Tony Mangiafico was one I remember from the ship. In case you didn’t know 
it, Mangiafico means “eat figs” in Italian. I also remember Alex Goorabian who 
had a restaurant at the time and who lives in Fresno.  
After the war, I came home and bought out my dad’s partner and went 
into the ice and ice cream business. Later went into the ice and liquor business 
and stayed that way until I sold out in 1973. I got married in Fresno on 
December 12, 1952. This December 12, we will have our 40th anniversary. My 
wife is a homemaker. We have one daughter. 
 
Paul E. Goheen, GM3/c 
Strattonville, PA 
 
 I was born August 27, 1925 in New Bethlehem, PA. I grew up in the 
same area which is a farming area. I was the second of eight children: Four boys 
and four girls. One of my sisters commented when the twins were born in 1940, 
that there were now six and two to carry. I joined the Navy in Dubois, PA and 
was sworn in in Pittsburgh. I was 17-years-old. There was a war on so “let’s 
go.” I took boot camp in the Great Lakes Naval Center, then torpedo school, 
then to the Abner Read. I came on just before the first Alaskan trip. I came on 








 When the ship hit the mine, I was asleep in the aft compartment. At the 
time of impact, I awoke and started out of the compartment and up the ladder. 
I stumbled because of a hole in the deck. Later, I realized that was the exact 
spot the ship split apart, so someone was looking after me. I had burns from the 
smoke screen generators and some other injuries. I lost my shoes and had to run 
around in my arctics, rubber boots, until we got to Kiska. I rode the ship back 
to Bremerton. Then I went home on leave.  
 I stood a lot of helmsman watches on the bridge. My general quarters 
station was the No. 4, 5-inch gun mount. I was gun captain. The kamikaze plane 
that came in, hit just forward of us. We ran back to the fantail. Fire drove us 
into the water. We swam very hard, but it seemed the ship kept coming toward 
us. Finally, the captain got the ship shut down, so we got away. We had on our 
life jackets and had a powder can to hang onto. One of our group there in the 
water was a strong swimmer. We saw a raft and he swam to it and brought it 
back to us. Four of us rode that until a tugboat picked us up. It took us to some 
point on land, and later we returned to the states on the SS Lurline. 
 After leave, I was put on the USS Lofberg, a 2700 destroyer. We went 
to Japan. At the end of the war, I was placed on the USS Eaton for transportation 
back to the states. I was discharged January 30, 1946. I became an auto 
mechanic, then a service manager. Some of us bought a garage in 1960. We just 
sold it last year. In October of 1946, my wife and I were married. We had one 
daughter who is a school teacher. She has a daughter who is a biologist and 
works for a cancer research study group. Some of the shipmates I remember are 
Sam McQueen, Paul Schier, Ray Price, Dugan, and Matheny. I have spent 40 
years trying to forget the war so I don’t feel very accurate about what I 
remember now. 
 
Frank E. Goodrich, RDM3/c 
Lakewood, CO 
 
 I was born February 12, 1921 in a little town northeast of Denver called 
Fort Morton. I remained there until I was about 13-years-old when we moved 
to Denver. I had just one sister. I enlisted in Denver on what, as I remember, 
was Navy Day. I know I had my picture taken with a whole group of us. This 
was in November of 1942. I didn’t have much experience when I came aboard 
the Abner, just bootcamp and radar training at Point Loma down at San Diego. 
Of course, I was at the receiving ship on Treasure Island until the Abner Read 
was put in commission. I am a plank owner on the Read. I was a seaman second 
class when I came aboard.  







 My experience during Attu and Kiska was, in a word, scary. I was asleep 
when we ran into the mine. That was quite a ride. Every bunk came down on 
top of me, each time I would start to get up, someone would run over me going 
up that forward hatch, so I kept being pounded down until I finally could get 
up. When I got up to the combat information center room, I turned on my search 
radar, calibrated it, and reported in. All of a sudden, our watch officer, Ensign 
Hansen happened to peek over and saw I was bleeding. I was injured, but I 
didn’t get a purple heart. The bunk hook scratched my head and tore it open, so 
I was wearing a turban for a while. One thing I can remember about that, I went 
to sick bay and they gave me two shots of Teachers’ Whiskey, so I got a little 
head start on everybody there.  
 I didn’t come home on the Abner Read. I came home on one of the 
Kaiser Coffins because I was one of the so-called injured, so I didn’t get to see 
the Inland Passage. I got my leave from Bremerton. I had a heck of a long ride 
across Puget Sound from Seattle to Bremerton in a launch. It took an hour to 
cross. We all had horrible headaches when we came into port, so we got our 
aspirins. My first wife and I got one of those places over in Port Orchard with 
concrete floors. I remember Bill Pottberg, his wife, and my wife got together 
on Thanksgiving. We cooked some steaks on one of those coal stoves. We had 
a good time up there.  
 On the shakedown after repair, all I remember was helping train a lot of 
people that came aboard from Treasure Island when we kept running down to 
San Clemente. When the ship was hit, my main battle station was operating the 
fire control radar in the main battery director. I didn’t know they were 
abandoning ship for the longest time because our pointer that was in front of 
me got hurt. I learned later he had been killed. I locked the scale range finders 
in place and pushed him out. Everybody else left the director except me and I 
was supposed to stick by the radar. I don’t know what good I could do because 
I couldn’t train the dumb thing or point. 
I kept hearing exploding and kept leaning further and further, listing. 
Finally, I opened up my hatch and looked out. About that time a big explosion 
occurred so I ducked again. Finally, I crawled in under the range finder and 
went out through the forward part of the hatch, dropped out on the bridge, and 
there was the captain and commodore burning papers. So, I tapped McLean, I 
think that was the commodore’s name, on the shoulder and asked him what was 
the scoop. I hadn’t got the word on abandoning ship because the phones had 
gone dead, so I got to swim then. I kept trying to catch certain ships, you know, 








I went aboard another destroyer. I remember the captain asking me if I 
knew I had swum with a shark. I said, “No, if I had known that, I would have 
been running on top of the water instead of swimming in it.” So finally, I was 
transferred to the Pinkney which was an evacuation hospital ship. I was 
fortunate in the duty I got. It was a watch of some sort, and came back aboard 
to the Lurline to go to the states and get reassigned. 
Joe Alexander was rather short and had a cute wife. Lewis was RDM3/c, 
a bit on the thin side, and full of crazy sayings such as “I hope to kick a rat in 
the face,” or “I hope to kick a crippled cricket in the left ear.” He was a ladies’ 
shoe salesman before. He had a pretty wife and the last I heard, had an adopted 
girl I think. It seems to me that Robinson did have fairly prominent ears so I 
think he’s the one. As far as any animosity, I can’t recall any. Time can sure 
alter one’s thinking. So many things have changed. Joe would say, standing on 
deck, that “it shore is airish out,” which always tickled me.  
A few names come to mind on crewmen: Chief Boatswain’s Mate 
Bishop, Boatswain’s Mate, Second Class, Chamberlain, Cox, McClure, 
Radioman, Second Class, Black, and Litvinov. I remember a good portion of 
my shipmates, particularly the rebels. They always kidded me because I got to 
play the music on the public address system so I can remember what it sounded 
like. I would play “Sing, Sing, Sing” by Benny Goodman and they got tired of 
hearing it. I remember feeling quite sad seeing the Abner Read sinking, and my 
fears of strafing and sharks. I remember going in with my shoes on, but when I 
was rescued, they were gone. I felt very fortunate to return to civilian life again. 
I remember going cross-country in a cattle car. They called them 
“bleepers.” From the very beginning, we were late at every destination. We had 
layovers, layovers, layovers, all the way across. Our first destination was Ogden 
I think. We missed a connection there and then missed connections in Reno. It 
was that way all the way. Finally, when we got to Chicago they put us on a 
B&O Diesel and I swear we had flat wheels on that because we started out and 
were doing about 90 across there. Holy smoke, everybody was abandoning that 
thing and we went up forward. Anyway, we got there ok and went aboard the 
Houston with Lewis and Alexander. I also think Roth came along. Fortunately, 
I didn’t have to put to sea. I got my discharge after they counted sea duty to get 
out of the Navy.  
While on the east coast we all attended radar countermeasures school in 
Boston for two weeks. I think we all went to all the historical sites: Bunker Hill, 
Boston Tea Party, North Church. Then on, I think, to Atlantic City for more of 
the same. We were then sent to Ocracoke, NC which is a small island off Cape 
Hatteras. Then back to Brooklyn where I was finally discharged. The dumb 







thing that occurred was being sent, because of my Denver address, all the way 
back across the USA to Camp Shoemaker for it all to become official. As luck 
would have it, I didn’t get a good conduct medal for the main simple reason that 
if I had stayed fifteen more days, they would have given me one. I had three 
years, eleven months, and fifteen days service. That fifteen days would have 
given me four years. I said, “No.” I didn’t know what I would do with it. I was 
discharged in November of 1945. 
I then, with my wife, moved back to San Francisco where I attended 
Pacific Radio School. I eventually became a TV and radio technician and 
branched out into various fields of high fidelity, stereos, and all that. I saw TV 
evolve from the little 5-inch tubes on up through these monsters they have 
today. We had an apartment on Sutter where our son was born. We purchased 
a home in San Raphael. It was at that time outside of town. The Seeing Eye Dog 
Training was across the tracks from us. Homes now are all around so it ain’t 
country no more. I had been married in 1942, then my wife died.  
In 1954 I moved to Denver and married my second wife and we 
eventually had twins, a boy, and a girl. She passed away. In 1971 I married my 
third wife and have been quite happy. She has two children who live in Houston, 
a boy, and a girl. Now I have four grandchildren and my wife has three. I think 
I have found a wife tough enough to outlive me. At least I hope so. She is a 
buyer for wig and millinery in the May Company here. She’s in the lease 
department which operates out of Kansas City. She doesn’t work for the May 
Company as such. She has worked at the job for 25 years, I guess, maybe 30. 
She won’t even fit a wig for me, and I need one. I am semi-retired, still in 
relatively good health, and as ornery as ever.  
 
Alexander J. Goorabian, FC3/c 
Fresno, CA 
 
 I was born May 11, 1912 in New York City. I grew up in Fresno. I had 
five brothers and one sister. I enlisted in San Francisco on July 15, 1942 to serve 
my country. Before I came on the Read I had no previous Navy experience. I 
came on the ship when it was commissioned as a FC3/c. After the ship was hit 
in Alaska, I returned to Bremerton on the ship, then went on to Fresno. At the 
time of the Leyte sinking, I was on the range finder. I jumped overboard and 
was picked up by a whaleboat. I came back to the states on the Lurline. I had 
two years shore duty as an instructor at Fort Lauderdale. I was discharged due 
to my wishes after two weeks at Fort Lauderdale. I was discharged on 








laughs was “Dirty Dugan” because he never washed his undershirts. When they 
were soiled, he threw them away. My career choice was a baseball player, but 
I never quite made the grade. On April 30, 1966 I married my wife. We have 
been married 25 years. 
 
Robert L. Granby, SC2/c 
Portland, OR 
 
 I was born in January 1923, in Portland, OR, and have lived here all my 
life. I enlisted when I was 19 because that was the thing to do at that time. I 
took my boot camp at Farragut, ID. There, I met Calvin Forth and Ronald 
Rodman. We became good friends and served on the Read until it was sunk. I 
went aboard the Abner Read when it was commissioned as a seaman, and later 
became a cook. I reached the rate of ship’s cook second class.  
 At Kiska, when we hit the mine, the stern broke off just aft of our 
compartment. I was a member of the crew that stayed aboard while it was towed 
back to Bremerton. After a brief leave home to Portland, I rejoined the ship. 
Two other cooks, Bob Boyce from Friday Harbor, WA, and Harry Connelly 
from Denver, with Rodman and myself, were pretty close. We spent most of 
our liberty time together. In San Francisco we spent most of our time at the 
Chez Paris or the International Settlement. During the time we spent in San 
Francisco during the shakedown, we had a very good time. Also, after ‘Frisco, 
a lot of good times were had in Hawaii and Australia.  
 My gun station was the No. 3, 40mm. I was a first loader. When the 
kamikaze hit the ship, I was wounded and knocked down to the main deck. 
Someone put a life jacket on me and got me off the ship. I was picked up by the 
Claxton¸ and later transferred to the Pinkney. My wounds were tended and I 
was taken to Fleet Hospital 105 in New Caledonia. After a couple of months, I 
was sent to the hospital in Hawaii and then later to the fleet hospital in San 
Francisco After ‘Frisco, to the fleet hospital in Seattle, and later to the 
convalescent hospital in Sun Valley, ID. I received a medical discharge in June 
1945. 
 On August 18, 1945, I took a temporary job on the Portland Police 
Department and retired 28 years later. I was married on January 10, 1948 to my 
wife. We have four children including twin boys and four grandchildren My 
wife and I enjoy golf, and bowling, and working in our yard. We also travel. 
We go to Florida every other year and we like to take cruises to the Caribbean. 
We also travel around the US by car as much as we can. 
 







Peter V. Greco, TM3/c 
Amsterdam, NY 
 
 I was born April 12, 1924, in Amsterdam, NY. I was the eighth of nine 
children. I enlisted January 1, 1943 in Albany, NY. My basic training was at 
Newport, RI. I went to Torpedo school at Newport and advanced torpedo school 
at San Diego. I fell in love with the post office sign which read “Join the Navy 
and See the Seven Seas” and I quit high school to do it. 
 I boarded the Read in January 1944 after she was repaired in Bremerton 
as a second class torpedo man. I remember that the shakedown cruise was rough 
water and cold. I worked for the chief torpedo man, Carpenter, who, I believe 
was reared in Iowa. Never heard whether he survived, but I was told that he 
discharged our torpedoes as a safeguard after we were hit. I remember many 
faces of the crew members but not many names. I had my battle station switched 
from midship to the stern the day before the hit. Otherwise I wouldn’t be writing 
this story. I remember our recognition lieutenant who preached constantly that 
we should always have our life jackets with us, but the day we got hit, he had 
none and demanded that one of us should give him ours! I gave mine to one 
crew member who couldn’t swim. I also recall a crewman who didn’t believe 
in god, but the day we got hit, he kneeled on the stern deck and prayed to god 
as he looked up at the sky. I was fished out of the water by a seagoing tug onto 
a hospital ship. My good buddy was John Carr. I know he got badly burned but 
I don’t know if he lived. No known address. I knew Ernest Zingg, torpedoman, 
third class, was killed. I also remember that there were six or seven Smiths 
aboard and that two or three of them lost their partials.  
 I was discharged February 5, 1946. I went back to finish high school. I 
took advantage of the GI Bill and went to college. I wanted to be an artist and 
an architect. I ended up as a physicist. I don’t know why. I went to graduate 
school to study metallurgical engineering. After graduation I worked for GE 
Navy at the Naval Ordnance Lab in White Oak, MD for two years. Then I 
switched to the Army at Watervliet Arsenal, still in civil service, for the 
remainder of my career. I retired at the end of 1987 after 36 years of civil 
service. I married a nurse on July 18, 1953. We have seven daughters and no 
sons. I tried. All seven graduated from college. Among these we have a writer, 









Clifford “Gus” F. Griffin, MM1/c 
Tucumcari, NM 
 
Note: This interview is taken from a tape recording of Gus’s comments at the 
main meeting in Phoenix, AZ. This recording is now lost. 
 
 Well, my experiences on the Abner Read, I guess, was a little bit 
different because it was sort of like the icing on the cake. It was after Pearl 
Harbor, Coral Sea, Midway, and Guadalcanal. We got aboard the ship and every 
once in a while, something bad would happen to it, and we’d get back to the 
states for a while, and I was all for that. It was always run aground, fouling up 
a screw, or hitting mines. You know, all those little things that would get’cha 
back into port and that’s what I was looking for, ‘cause I had had enough time 
out in the South Pacific. I didn’t have any hankering to go back. But I reported 
aboard the Abner Read, I guess, oh, about two weeks before it went into 
commission. It really wasn’t long enough to learn anything, you know. And the 
yard workers, they didn’t know anything either, see. We had to kinda plan our 
way along. We had the commission ceremonies, and I was aboard ship only 
about a month and they needed three more first class on there. We were second 
class machinist’s mates, so they made Ed Villines back there, and I, and Olesiak 
first class machinist’s mates. So, I got rated. I believe I was one of the first guys 
that was rated on board that ship after it went into commission. I made first 
class.  
 When we hit that mine in the Aleutians, I was down on the throttle. I tell 
you, talk about chaos you know? We didn’t know we had lost our screws, or 
shaft. Remember how that fog was? Captain Burrowes was the skipper and he’d 
rang up flank speed, see, and I was on the throttle. Man, I opened that up and 
looked around and nothing was happening. That screw wasn’t turning. So, I’d 
ring up that thing to stop, and then ring it full astern. I wanted to go one way or 
the other, so I’d open it full astern and I’d look around, and man, the shaft you 
know, slipped out of the path again. Well, the old man up there or whoever, I 
don’t know who ran the enunciator up there, the thing that had to run up flank 
speed. I think Generaux did. Yeah, anyway, we couldn’t get synchronized. I’d 
ring up one thing and they’d ring up another. I wanted to go one way or the 
other because I’d been torpedoed before and I thought we’d been torpedoed, so 
I wanted to get out of the path of the next one. But anyway, you all know what 
happened. I xeroxed that picture and you can see that shaft that’s hanging out. 
That shaft that is sticking out is in the aft engine room. The shaft where I was 







running the throttle with was that one that was cut off and went down, see, so 
they sent me back to Bremerton.  
 When the ship was sunk, well, I was on watch in the aft engine room 
and how we got burnt in there. We had this hatch, you know, open above the 
engine room. When that bomb and that flash come over us, I was standing there 
by the hatch by the throttle. That’s how I got my face and arms burned. So, we 
got back to the states you know and they gave us all that leave. I’d never had 
anything like that in the Navy before. They give us 30 days leave, 10 days 
proceed time and about 7 days traveling time. So anyway, I was back in the 
states too long, I guess, ‘cause I came back with a wife. But she was sort of in 
the military too. She was a cadet nurse there in nurses training at the St. Rose 
Hospital in Great Bend. 
 Well, after the war was over, I stayed in the Navy. I had too much time 
under the bridge then to kick it in I guess. I was chief machinist’s mate and, of 
course, as you can imagine, I was involved in the Korean War. The only bad 
thing about that was all the time you spent away from home. Actually, I was on 
the APA and we’d take troops into Tucson mostly. Then I was in on that where 
old “Dugout Doug” was on that Inchon invasion, but the only bad thing we ever 
seen happen up there was there was a transport I was on helped evacuate those 
Marines out of that Chosin Reservoir. I guess you’ve all read about that. I think 
that was the most miserable thing I ever seen you know. Their hands were froze 
off and their feet, and I tell you, it was a horrible sight. But as far as seeing any 
action in the Korean War, we really didn’t. We had some shore batteries once 
fire, I think it was anti-aircraft shells, at us. But during that whole Korean War, 
as far as action was concerned. We just spent time over there, but really didn’t 
see any action.  
 Well anyway, I retired out of the Navy in 1959 and took a job at the 
Chamber of Commerce at a little town out in western Nebraska, and stuck 
around with that for eight years. Then I had two boys in the University of 
Nebraska, so I figured if I was sending all my money to Lincoln, I ought to be 
there with my money. So, I took a job as a lobbyist with the Hardware 
Association, and believe me, that’s a thankless job, you know. You are out there 
promoting bills that you are personally against. Working hard to get some 
legislation through that you know is bad, at least it’s not good for you. Well, 
anyway, then I didn’t stick with that too long. I went to work for the Game and 
Parks commission in their information division, and with the Nebraska Land 
Magazine, taking pictures and so forth.  
Then, after that, for a couple of years, I became the editor of a, oh, it 








fishing. It was called Afield and Afloat. I was editor of that until I retired from 
the Game Commission. The paper used to accuse me of getting paid to hunt and 
fish. Well, I guess I sorta did. You know, you can’t take a picture or do a story 
on somebody fishing and not be with him. The same way with pheasant and 
grouse hunting and such as that. So, three years ago in 1981, I retired completely 
and looked around for a retirement place other than Lincoln because the 
property taxes and the snow there was getting the best of me. But, we had a son 
move to Tucumcari, NM. We looked around a lot, so in August of this year, 
why we moved to Tucumcari, NM. We are in the process, in fact, Wednesday, 
they are breaking ground to build us a nice home there. So, one thing about 
Tucumcari, is it is on the crossroads of everyplace, so any direction you are 
going, you’ve got to go through there some time or another. I’m not hard to find 
because my name is not Garcia or Ravioli or whatever. We are really enjoying 
our retirement now.  
 
Jimmy C. Griffin, SF3/c 
Coarsegold, CA 
 
 I was born in Henryetta, OK, on December 23, 1925. I was the third of 
seven children: Six boys and one girl. All six boys served in the armed forces. 
The three oldest in the second world war. I joined the Navy on September 25, 
1942 in Los Angeles, with basic training in San Diego. Then I went to range 
finder school in San Diego. I was assigned to the original crew of the Abner 
Read in December of 1942, putting her into commission in San Francisco, and 
I was aboard her until she sank in Leyte Gulf.  
 I was a range finder operator, seaman, second class, during the Attu-
Kiska operation, and was one of the survivors of the stern sinking at Kiska. I 
was wounded and returned to Washington aboard the liberty ship. Shortly 
afterwards, I made seaman, first class. While on second shakedown, I was 
transferred to ship-fitting, and during the whole of the South Pacific operation, 
I was in damage control, forward division. My battle station was on the forward 
half of the ship, maintaining watertight closures and firefighting stations. After 
the plane crash, I was fighting the fire in the No. 1, 40mm magazine when it 
exploded, and blew me up the deck with multiple shrapnel wounds.  
 I was unable to abandon ship on my own, and Lieutenant. Hoeffer put 
his life jacket on me and threw me overboard as she sank. We were picked up 
about an hour later by the USS Claxton, then transferred to the USS Pinkney. I 
was put ashore in Hollandia, New Guinea in an Army hospital for one week. 
Then was put aboard a hospital ship and sent to New Caledonia to the naval 







hospital for one month. Then I was sent to the USA to the naval hospital in 
Norco, CA. I was there for six months. I was assigned to Harbor Craft Base in 
San Pedro until I was discharged. I was discharged with 50% disability. My 
civilian work was totally with civil service as a construction inspector for the 
city of Los Angeles from February 1946 to June 1980. I met and married my 
wife in 1948. We have three children: Two daughters and one son. We have 
two grandchildren. I have been retired for eleven years and am enjoying the 
good life.  
 
Herbert B. Gropp, S1/c 
Fairport, NY 
 
 Beaver Falls, PA was my birthplace on November 5, 1925 which is 
where I grew up and still live. I had five brothers and one sister. In October 
1943, I enlisted in the United States Navy. Three of my brothers were already 
in the Army, and one in the Navy. I wanted to join the Navy before registering 
for the draft. I reported for boot training at Sampson Naval Base in Geneva, NY 
which is less than 50 miles from my hometown of Fairport. I came aboard the 
Abner Read in early February, 1944 in San Francisco Bay. My rank was seaman 
second class. During the period of the time I was stationed on the Read, the 
most enjoyable time was R&R in Sydney. 
 On November 1, 1944, my duty was port side forward as a 40mm gun 
first loader. When our ship was abandoned, I jumped over port side and was 
picked up by a crew of another destroyer. I don’t recall if it was the Pinkney. It 
was a destroyer with a big hole towards the fan tail, starboard side. I returned 
to San Francisco, USA, aboard the converted luxury liner, Lurline. We went to 
Treasure Island and were sent to an ammunition depot in Bremerton. I was 
discharged from Bremerton in January 1946 and returned to my hometown: 
Fairport, NY. 
 I worked for Lightnin’ Mixer Company in Rochester, NY building 
agitator mixers. Over the years, I travelled to several different companies 
around the United States, repairing their industrial mixers when they broke 
down. In 1987 I retired from Lightnin’ Mixer after 37 ½ years. I have been 
married for 43 years to my wife. She worked for 25 years for Bausch & Lomb 
in Rochester. She now enjoys buying and selling antiques and participating in 
several antique shows throughout the year. We have three children: Two sons 
and one daughter. We have seven grandchildren. All three of our children still 
live in the Fairport area. Over the years, I have enjoyed sports, particularly 








for more than 35 years, and a charter member of the VFW Post 8495 for 46 
years. 
 
Guido W. Guidi, AP 
Jamesburg, NJ 
 
I was born November 10, 1921 in Greenwich Village, Manhattan, New 
York. At the age of two, mother, father and the family moved to Staten Island. 
Our family consisted of two boys and four girls. I enlisted in the Navy in 1942. 
I had no prior Navy experience when I reported to the Read in 1942 at San 
Francisco I was an apprentice seaman. At Attu and Kiska, I was pointer in the 
main battery directors. I returned to Bremerton aboard the ship after we lost the 
fantail. I was sleeping in the fire control room when we lost the stern. In 
Bremerton I did some fishing for salmon at Puget Sound, and also the Spinning 
Wheel Bar Room at night. I made the shakedown run in 1944. I was assigned 
back on Read until it was sunk in Leyte Gulf. I was pointer in the main battery 
directors when we sunk. We shot the wing off the plane that sunk us, but it 
crashed into our magazine. Alex Goorabian and myself, and others, abandoned 
ship from the director platform. We were first picked up by another ship, but 
were later transferred to the Pinkney. I was later assigned to the USS Gurke 
(DD-783). Alex Goorabian and I are still friendly, we visit whenever possible.  
I was discharged from the Navy in 1945. I went to work for the Tell Company 
until I retired. My wife and I tried Las Vegas for six months. We are now living 
in Jamesburg, NJ. She and I have been married for 40 years. We have five great-
grandchildren.  
 
Jewell F. Guillou, S1/c 
Kansas City, MO 
 
 I was born on January 2, 1922 in Lexington, MO. We moved to Kansas 
City when I was four-years-old. There were three of us boys and I have one 
sister. The sister was the youngest and I was the younger of the boys. My 
brother, just older than I, and myself, joined the Naval Reserves. He in ’38 and 
I in ’39. We were called to active duty April 14, of ’41, Easter Sunday. We went 
to Great Lakes for boot camp. From there, he went to a trade school and I went 
to sea. Our whole division, the 3ninth Division, left together. 
 We went to ‘Frisco, and boarded the luxury liner Washington, taking it 
to the east coast where the Navy took over and it was renamed the Mt. Vernon. 







Our first cruise was around the world. We were three days out of Cape Town, 
South Africa, when Pearl Harbor was bombed. I left the Mt. Vernon to go to the 
Oak Knoll Hospital in Oakland. While I was there, my ship left for Europe. I 
was stationed at Treasure Island. While there, I read where the Abner Read was 
getting a crew together. I signed up. 
 I worked in the laundry. I never had a rate. I was seaman, second class. 
I was supposed to get laundryman, second class, but when we got sunk, the 
records never got back to the states. At Kiska, when we hit the mine, I, the cooks 
and bakers, and my buddy that I worked with the laundry, were in the only 
compartment aft that didn’t get lost. I did return to Bremerton with the ship. I 
don’t remember too much about what I did or where I went while the ship was 
being repaired. My battle station was the No. 4, 40mm gun. I was the trainer. 
When we got hit, I was knocked off my gun. I couldn’t get to my life jacket. I 
abandoned ship without one. While in the water, one of my buddies let me hold 
onto his until the motor whale boat came by and threw me one. I swam for the 
Claxton and they picked me up.  
 After getting back to the states, I got shore duty at Vallejo Base. I ran 
the motor launches and officers’ gig until I was discharged October 18, 1945. I 
worked at a couple of jobs after I got out, but settled down working for a big 
company making roofing. I worked 38 years for the GAF Corp. As for my 
family, I was married the first time that didn’t last too long. My wife now and 
I will soon be married 32 years. I have a stepson and two grandsons. Since 
retiring, I have my fishing boat and I do more fishing. 
 
Charles Guthrie, S2/c 
Silver Springs, MD 
 
 I was born July 28, 1923 in Washington D.C. and grew up there. I was 
next to the oldest of four brothers and one sister. My sister was the baby. My 
folks kept trying until they got a girl. I just wanted a chance to travel. We lived 
in Cleveland at the time. I enlisted there in the latter part of 1942, in December.  
 I was in the shore station at Cleveland before I came aboard the Abner 
Read. I was assigned to the Abner Read when it came back to Bremerton to add 
on the fantail. I came on as a seaman second class. I was on the shakedown 
from Seattle to San Francisco I had regular seaboard duty, chipping paint, and 
painting on the bow of the ship, trying to keep down the rust. Swaro was a bos’n 
mate. My general quarters station was the No. 3 mount, hot caseman. He says, 
“You put these big gloves on if a case comes out, or shoot it out through the 








and reached down to get it, and six of them went over my head. So, first thing 
they sent me on next was four-star shells. I’m on a rack alongside of the mount, 
and the ring was hooked on them right, so they started firing and here they are, 
jumping all over the mount. Then I was crawling around, thought I’d catch them 
and finally got ahold of them, and put them back in the rack.  
 When the ship was hit in Leyte Gulf, I was coming from lunch and I 
was heading back to the mount. I was on the port side, underneath those stalwart 
ports, and something just told me to pause for a second. I paused on this side 
and the lights flashed, and so forth, and that’s when the ship got hit. I saw a 
piece of the big 5-inch, .38 handling magazine, a big chunk of it came rolling 
up the deck. Luckily enough, I was able to duck. So now I went around to the 
foc’sl, and went over the side, and had a potato crate with no potatoes in it. I 
had that thing going like a motorboat. A whale boat picked me up. It was from 
the port side. I saw the strafing, but wasn’t in it. I was in the water about a half 
hour to an hour. It was necessary to discharge the torpedoes and we saw one 
circled around and came back at the ship. That made the ship go down quicker 
than otherwise. We were protecting the Claxton and that was how come we got 
sunk. Old Thornsburg came by in a motor whaleboat and said to me “Guthrie, 
what the hell are you doing out here?” I said “Damned if I know.” He told the 
guy on the tiller of the whaleboat to pick me up. I was taken on the Pinkney and 
brought back to the states on the SS Lurline. I think it went about 30 knots. 
 I was assigned to a Navy ammunition depot in Bremerton until I was 
discharged. I wanted to go back to sea, but they wouldn’t send me. There was 
a friend, a rear admiral, and my mother contacted him to see if I was still alive. 
That was when they stuck me at the ammunition depot so I couldn’t get shot at 
anymore. I was discharged February 22, 1946. I went back to the printing 
company until 1958 when I left to establish my own business. I lost the business 
because there was an employee who couldn’t keep his fingers out of the cookie 
jar. I went to work in 1966 as an electrician and I am a retiree from the IBEW 
Brotherhood No. 26 Powerhouse Local No. 1900. I went to work for the 
government in 1983 and retired May 1, 1989. I married my wife on December 
24, 1962. Her son now has a son. Our grandson is 33. I had two sons and one 
daughter. My daughter has three girls and one child expected. 
  







William E. Hampshire, S1/c 
Fremont, OH 
 
 I was born June 11, 1924 in Fremont, OH where I grew up. I had just 
one sister. I enlisted in1942 at Cleveland and took boot camp at Great Lakes 
Basic Training Camp. Then I went to electrician’s school at St. Louis Naval 
Barracks. I reported to the USS Abner Read in 1943 as a seaman, first class. I 
went aboard in Bremerton after its repair. 
 At the time of sinking, I was in the repair party. I jumped overboard and 
swam to a destroyer standing by. I don’t recall the name of it. I went to a hospital 
in New Caledonia and received a purple heart. I went to Hollister California 
Naval Air Station and worked in the fire department and was discharged in 
April 1946. The shipmate I remember best was Chief Megee. 
 After discharge I became a city fireman for the city of Fremont, retiring 
in 1980 after 33 years. I took a second job in construction and maintenance. My 
wife worked for Mosser Construction for 27 years, retiring in 1989. We will 
have been married 40 years in October. We have one son and one daughter and 
three grandchildren. Both of our children are teachers. 
 
Robert L. Hansen, Lt. (jg) 
Silver Springs, MD 
 
 As a “fuzzy-cheeked ensign” on his first tour of sea duty, I helped put 
the USS Abner Read in commission. Not long before that, in June 1942, I had 
graduated from the US Naval Academy and had spent the intervening months 
attending various fleet schools, including a short course in radar at Treasure 
Island, which hardly qualified me for supervising Bill Pottberg, the Abner 
Read’s erstwhile radar technician. Nor did it prepare me for the history-making 
Battle of the Blips, when we almost unleashed our torpedoes on second-sweep 
echoes of Kiska Volcano in the Aleutians, nor for the hours spent in radar plot, 
bombarding Attu and, later, awaiting a tow after striking the mine off Kiska 
Island. 
 Indeed, having been born in Denver two days after Christmas in 1920, 
and growing up in the corn state of Iowa, I could hardly claim extensive nautical 
credentials. But, that was the case with most of us those days. Much later after 
the Marshall Islands, Milne Bay, Buna, where we went aground, Hollandia, and 
Biak, as the New Guinea campaign drew to a close, we were anchored at Manus 
Island when I received my orders to flight training. Then serving as the Abner 








waters. Back in the states under wartime security, it was a long time before I 
learned of the sinking of the Abner Read and much, much longer before I had 
any inkling of who survived. But let there be no doubt, I do remember the Abner 
Read and many of her crew with pride and affection. 
 After leaving the ship and starting flight training, I married my high 
school sweetheart in the summer of 1944 and received my wings at Pensacola 
in May of 1945. I flew ASW patrol planes in the Caribbean and Pacific for 
several tours, served on the staff of Commander, Task Force 77 during the 
Korean War and later as Operations Officer of the Norton Sound. 
 The Navy was good to me over the years, sending me to post-graduate 
school at Annapolis and MIT where I received my master’s degree in 
aeronautical engineering. Later, I attended the advanced management program 
at the Harvard Business School. As a result, most of my shore duty involved 
technical program management in Washington, D.C. and I continued in that 
field after I retired from the Navy in 1968 after twenty-six years of service.  
 After leaving the Navy, I joined Allied Chemical Corporation in New 
Jersey as their director of R&D administration and returned to Washington, 
D.C. three years later to enter the management consulting field. My wife and I 
are fully retired now and we do quite a bit of traveling and even more golfing. 
So far, we have remained in the Washington area where we are relatively near 
our two sons and our grandchildren. 
 
Gerhard “Jerry” M. Heimburger, S1/c 
Commack, NY 
 
 I was born on August 13, 1925 in Manhattan, NY. I grew up in Floral 
Park, Long Island, NY. My mother and father are dead now. I have two brothers 
and one sister. I enlisted in September 1943 in New York. I wanted to help win 
the war. On December 27 or 28, 1943, I reported aboard the Abner Read as 
seaman second class with no previous military experience. I was not on the ship 
during the Attu and Kiska event. During the shakedown after repair of the ship, 
I had general duties. 
 My general duties included lots of chipping off paint and painting. My 
general quarters station was on the 40mm guns. I was blown overboard and was 
picked up by a whaleboat. The ship that picked me up could have been in the 
Pinkney or the Lorelei. I spent ten months at the St. Albans Naval Hospital in 
Long Island. I was discharged in August 1945. There was one fellow called 
Smitty and another one called Jones. There was my best friend, Dutch Kephart, 
from Pennsylvania. Dutch was at his gun station when he shot off the wing of 







the plane that fell and killed him. I remember Smitty, Jones, and I took some 
ladies’ clothes out of a store window, put them on, hailed a cab, and with a 
couple bottles of gin, went joy-riding all over Australia. 
 After recuperating from my wounds, I resumed my baseball career 
(semi-professional). After I retired from my baseball career, I started my own 
landscaping and contracting business which I still own today. I married my wife 
on August 13, 1948 and we will be married for 43 years. My wife does all kinds 
of arts and crafts, likes to read, play cards, and travel. We have four children, 
two boys and two girls. We have four grandchildren. 
 
Kenneth Henke, SOM3/c 
Harlingen, TX 
 
I was born in Keokuk, IA on February 20, 1925. My family consisted 
of father, mother, four sisters and myself. Still alive are my father who is 90 
and still very active, my twin sister, and my youngest sister. In May of 1943, I 
graduated from high school and at that time it was very evident that the military 
was a certainty, so I volunteered for induction. After my physical exam, we 
were asked what branch, and I said “Navy.” The first of June, I arrived in 
Farragut, ID, for boot camp. While there, they asked that anyone with a musical 
background report to processing office. Six weeks later, I arrived in San Diego 
to attend the West Coast Sound School. Six weeks later, I was a sonarman, third 
class, and assigned to the USS Reno, a new anti-aircraft cruiser. That December, 
I was declared surplus and detached and, in January, assigned to the Abner 
Read. Soon after reporting aboard, I had the pleasure of making a couple of San 
Clemente runs, an experience I could have done without.  
My duty station was on the bridge standing around watches with Paul 
Jones. It wasn’t long until he seemed more like a brother than a shipmate. My 
general quarters station started on No. 5, twin 40mm, as the trainer. I still recall 
that night off Biak when the Jap Bettys made torpedo runs on us, and I still 
wonder if the chief who threw his coffee cup at them, hit one of them. They 
were really close. My last general quarters station was director operator of No. 
2, twin 40mm on the starboard side of the bridge. We were the first to open fire 
on the plane, and I did see one of our shells hit his right wing and then he flipped 
aft and hit. After our rear magazines exploded, I was thrown to the middle of 
the bridge, and covered by about ten other people. I dug my way out to see that 
where I had been only second before, now looked like Swiss cheese. I tried to 








Following a discussion between the commodore and the captain about 
abandoning ship, I, along with others, went over the blast shield onto the No. 2, 
5-inch mount, then on down to the main deck. About that time, the captain 
called for us to come back up to the bridge, which we did. Then we again were 
told to abandon ship, and once again, we went down the same way. The jump 
over the port side sure seemed like a long one. I remember swimming away 
from the ship, and how tired I became, until one of the “older” men (they were 
at least 28-32-years-old) went by me like I was standing still. That was when I 
got into the act and took off. I was in the group that was picked up by the 
Claxton and then taken to the Pinkney. From Leyte, we went to Hollandia and 
boarded the Lurline, then on to San Francisco  
After leave, was sent to San Diego to the west coast sonar school for 
refresher training, and maintenance school, after which I was assigned to the 
USS YMS-74. At the end of the war, we were sweeping mines in the Inland Sea 
of Japan and at Kure. After which we went to Subic Bay and decommissioned 
the ship, and I was sent to Fort Snelling in Minnesota and discharges on April 
16, 1946. My closest friends from the ship were Paul Jones, Sam Shannon, and 
Francis Brittain. We were able, over the years, to remain in touch, and on 
several occasions, got together with our wives and formed a close-knit group 
so that when the first reunion was held, we were there.  
Following the war period, I went to college and then into business. 
When the Korean War started, I believed that we might still be called back, and 
having no desire to work for $120.00 per month, I joined the US Army 
Reserves, got my commission, and over the next 28 years and several hours of 
active duty, I retired as a Colonel. The retirement pay is pretty nice. In between 
the above, I managed to serve six years as the Mayor of Keokuk, IA. I also 
served six years with the State of Iowa as the director of the division of local 
affairs and state building code commissioner. I spent one year in Washington, 
D.C. as the executive director of the National Conference of States on Building 
Codes and Standards. It was then that I knew that I did not like (1) living in 
D.C., and (2) working in government, so I resigned and came back to Iowa and 
bought my first hardware store. We still own one which our son manages. It 
also gives me a chance, when I want to, to come back in the summer and help 
him. On June 7, 1947, my high school sweetheart and I were married, and after 
44 years, we are still married. We have one son who is married. They have two 
daughters. 
  







Donald B. Hicks, EM2/c 
Woodinville, WA 
 
 I was born in Spokane, WA on August 15, 1917 and moved to Portland, 
OR, on my first birthday in 1918. Our family consisted of parents, an older 
sister, and myself. We lived in Southeast Portland and I was educated in the 
public schools, graduating from high school in 1936. After graduating from 
high school, I did a little roaming. I worked at the American Trust Bank in San 
Francisco for a year, then to the Midwest, working with a friend who is since 
deceased. Returning to Portland in 1938, I went to work for the US National 
Bank, attending American Institute of Banking (AIB) school at night, giving 
me about two years of college credits. I married in 1940 and left to go into the 
US Navy in July of 1942. I entered the service as a seaman third class at the 
Naval Training Station in San Diego where I attended electricians’ school, 
graduating in the fall of 1942. I don’t remember the date. From the Naval 
Training Station, I was sent to Hunters’ Point in the Bay Area for assignment 
to the crew of the Abner Read (DD-526).   
During shakedown for the new ship, it was discovered we did not have 
a movie operator, so guess what, I was selected, and sent back to San Diego for 
a crash course in movie operation and repair. After returning to the ship, I was 
awarded my MC3/c rating and stayed with the ship until its sinking in Leyte 
Gulf. I was on the ship when we lost 90 feet of its stern off the coast of Kiska. 
I was also selected to stay with the ship during its minor repairs and return to 
Bremerton for its complete repair. My leave in Bremerton gave me time to 
return to Portland, at which time, my wife divorced me, and I became a single 
man again. Nothing interested me in the Puget Sound area except girls, girls, 
girls.  
 Returning to the Bay Area, I had it made. My uncle was the distributor 
for the Hudson Motor Car Company, and I had the use of a 1941 Hudson 
convertible whenever I had shore leave. What a memory! Not much memory of 
things that happened on our way to being sunk except, of course, our little stay 
in Sydney, Australia where I met a beautiful, lovely, nice girl. I didn’t really 
want to meet a lovely nice girl, but I did and she corresponded with me and my 
mother until the war ended. I still have the letters she wrote to my mother. 
 My battle station at the time of our sinking in Leyte Gulf was the 
forward engine room main circuits. When the order to abandon ship was given, 
I was the next to last person to leave the engine room, securing all power aboard 
ship. I went over the side without a life jacket, but was able to hold on to others 








line dropped from the bull-nose of the ship, about a 30-foot climb. I returned to 
the states aboard the Lurline, a cruise ship that had made pleasure trips between 
San Francisco and Hawaii prior to the war. 
 After leave and a short stay in the Bay Area, I was transferred to 
Norfolk, VA for new construction. I was assigned to the Earl B. Hall, a high-
speed transport that carried landing craft and a contingent of Marines. I earned 
my electrician’s mate, second class, on the Hall and was also assigned as the 
movie operator. The war ended while we were passing through the Panama 
Canal and I was discharged from Farragut, ID. I can’t remember the date.  
 Returning to Portland, I decided to try something other than banking, so 
I went to work for Pittsburgh Plate Glass Company, Paint Division, as their cost 
accountant. Later, I changed to sales, becoming their industrial paint 
representative. In 1949, I left the paint business to become sales manager for a 
small automotive company called Automotive Products, Inc. In 1956, I left 
Automotive Products to go work for Chrysler Corp. I retired from Chrysler in 
1980 at which time I was Depot Manager in charge of operations for the 
Northwest zone, which included Oregon, Washington, Idaho, Montana, and 
Alaska. 
 I married a couple of times and have two sons. I have three 
granddaughters, none of whom are married as yet, but all graduated from 
Oregon colleges and are living in the greater Portland area. I see them all as 
often as possible. I am married to a lovely lady for sixteen years now. We have 
a wonderful family here in the Seattle area. A son, and daughter, eight 
grandchildren and nine great-grandchildren.  
 
Herman “Jim” R. Hicks, SC3/c 
Nevada City, CA 
 
Note: This interview was dictated to Maureen Hicks by Herman Hicks.  
 
I was born at home on December 5, 1922. I was two months premature 
and weight 2 ½ pounds. I was born in a small district called Upper Peach Tree 
between Murphy and Ashville, NC. No birth certificate was given as the doctor 
said I wouldn’t live. While growing up, I lived in North Carolina until about 6-
years-old. We moved to Kennesaw, GA. I lived in Georgia most of my life until 
I joined the Navy. There were four girls and three boys in my family, counting 
me. I was next to the youngest. I enlisted in the Navy on July 28, 1941. I was 
sworn in in Macon, GA. We were at war with Germany at this time and I was 
patriotic.  







 I served my bootcamp period in Norfolk, VA. After boot camp, I was in 
the hospital for a tonsillectomy and at that time I had a virus. The tonsillectomy 
didn’t turn out right and I was in the hospital for about three months. After the 
hospital, I was assigned to the old Yorktown (CV-10). When I went into the 
Navy, everyone started calling me “Jim.” They didn’t like “Herman” either. 
This got started down on a blanket in a crap game. “Little Jimmy Hicks for six,” 
and that’s how I got the name of “Jim.” I came back to port one time with 
enough money to throw a party for lots of the crew that lasted two days, in a 
big hotel suite. We went up and down the Atlantic coast waiting for a drydock 
to become available. We had just pulled in at Portsmouth, VA, halfway into 
drydock when war was declared. We received orders to proceed to Pearl Harbor 
at high speed. We went down the Atlantic coast, killed three German U-boats, 
went through the Panama Canal, scraping sides and knocking rocks off into the 
canal, and made it through in record time. We stopped in Panama City overnight 
then proceeded around to San Diego for fuel and supplies, then on to Pearl 
Harbor. When we got there, the fires were still burning.  
 At Pearl Harbor, we took on fuel and provisions and headed west to 
various Japanese-held islands near and below the equator. We would hit one 
island, then hit another island many miles away, leading the Japanese to believe 
there were many carriers. Our main supply and fueling stations were at friendly 
islands. Tonga was the main island. After a few months of operations, the USS 
Lexington joined us. We intercepted the Japanese in the Coral Sea and they were 
headed for Australia. We lost the USS Lexington in the Coral Sea. Although the 
Yorktown took the brunt of the hit, the Japanese got lucky hits on the Lexington. 
The USS Yorktown was only hit with two 1,000 lb. bombs. We were not hit in 
any strategic points. We were still operable.  
 After stopping the Japanese in the Coral Sea, we went back to Pearl 
Harbor for repairs. We were there two days. We got orders to intercept the 
Japanese fleet at Midway. We proceeded to Midway after very little repair for 
those two days. They cut away the turned-up pieces of holes, covered holes with 
sheet metal, and tacked down the corners of the metal. When we got to Midway, 
there was the USS Yorktown, and the USS Hornet, and the USS Enterprise. The 
Japanese were ordered to “get the USS Yorktown at all costs.” We could see the 
Enterprise and the Hornet on the horizon, which were not being attacked, but 
if they were, it was by very few planes. We took two 1,00 lb. bomb hits and 
three torpedo hits in the portside. I was blown off the port catwalk at the edge 









Note: At this point continuing the story was too painful. We didn’t resume until 
one week later – MLH. 
 
 We were told to abandon ship, to be picked up by the destroyers. The 
following day, the USS Yorktown was still floating. Crew members were asked 
for volunteers for clean-up and body disposal. I volunteered even though I had 
a fractured leg. I was aboard the Yorktown until the order again to abandon ship 
as the destroyer was torpedoed alongside and went down underneath us. Her 
depth charges were set and went off underneath the Yorktown. I was picked up 
by another destroyer and transferred to another ship. I don’t remember any 
names, and was taken to Pearl Harbor. I was taken to a Marine hospital just 
outside of Pearl Harbor. My leg was put in a cast and I was returned to duty at 
Nanakuli Beach, guarding ammunition trains and trucks, 12 to 20 hours a day, 
for approximately two months. 
 I received a cablegram telling of my father’s death on July 28, 1942. 
After two weeks, the Red Cross verified this. I was sent back to San Francisco 
on a liberty ship, took 28 days, broke down most of the time. I got to San 
Francisco with no money, clothes, or records. All I had was orders for 15 days 
leave. I went to the Red Cross and asked for a loan for travel to get home until 
I got my records. It took two weeks to authorize this. In the meantime, I worked 
in the “Lucky Bag” at Goat Island (Yerba Buena). My leg was still in a cast as 
my ankle was not healing. The Red Cross finally authorized a loan to be 
automatically taken out of my first pay check. They bought me a round-trip 
ticket by train with no extra money for food or expenses. People on the train 
saw that I was not eating, and fed me, which was so very kind of them. I was 
able to be home for three or four days as the rest of my leave was used for travel. 
 I returned to Goat Island and turned in leave papers to the personnel 
office. I asked to be put on a muster list. I went to muster every morning for 
approximately three weeks. My name was not on the muster list. I still had a 
cast on my leg. My ankle was swollen and not healed. I decided to sit on my 
bunk one morning while muster was going on. During this time, a first 
Lieutenant and his guard came through the barracks and asked me what I was 
doing there. He could see I was on crutches. I tried to explain to him and he 
would not listen and said, “Put this man in the brig.” 
 I had been in the brig 1 ½ days when a Marine private first class came 
in and wanted me to call him “sir” and salute him. I refused. He proceeded to 
beat me with his night stick. Two days later, I went to Captain’s Mast. The 
commander of the base wanted to know how I got beat up so badly. I asked him 
if I could start at the beginning and tell the whole story, and he listened. I told 







him about the Yorktown, what I had to do to survive, and how I had to beg for 
money to go home. I said “After going home, I got back, turned in my papers 
and requested to be put on the muster list. After three weeks I decided to stay 
in the barracks as I was not on a muster list.” I told what the first lieutenant had 
done and what the private first class had done and my reason for being beaten 
so badly. I told him, “I don’t know why people go out and fight a war and come 
back to be treated so badly by people who are sitting in a nice comfortable job 
far from the war.” He said, “Son, I don’t know either, but I assure you, it will 
not happen again on this base.” The following day, the first Lieutenant was 
shipped out to sea. I was put in the hospital and my leg was taken care of. 
 When I got well, I was ordered back to duty, just before the USS Abner 
Read was commissioned. I was assigned to the USS Abner Read three days 
before it went to sea. I was a ship’s cook, second class. I was on board until the 
fantail was blown off, and I don’t remember if that was Attu or Kiska. I did not 
go back to Bremerton with the ship. I left the ship at Dutch Harbor, AK and 
went aboard her sister ship, the USS Ammen, because they needed a cook. I was 
on the USS Ammen until the USS Abner Read came to New Guinea. The USS 
Ammen was hit and I was blown off the ship at one of the islands north of New 
Guinea. I can’t remember the name of the island. I was a prisoner on that island 
for four to six weeks. There were about 16 of us, all from different ships. Only 
two of us from the USS Ammen. Native children slipped us knives and U.S. 
hand grenades. The Army started landing and we escaped. After we escaped, I 
remember seeing a ship being towed to the states for repair. It had no 
superstructure at all. One of the survivors of the USS Amen told me a couple of 
years ago that the Ammen didn’t sink. So, could it have been the Ammen I saw 
being towed? 
 After escaping, I was taken to Hollandia, New Guinea. This is where I 
got back on the USS Abner Read. I was scheduled to go back to the states when 
the USS Abner Read showed up and needed a cook. We saw a lot of action but 
I don’t remember any of what happened. I was on the USS Abner Read until it 
sank at Leyte. I was a sight setter on the No. 5 gun mount which was a 5-inch, 
.38. I don’t remember abandoning ship. I don’t know how I got out of the water. 
I don’t know what vessel picked me up. I woke up in the hospital in New 
Guinea. They kept me for observation for a few days. I must have had a 
concussion and only bruises and scratches. I was released for duty. As long as 
you can remember your name, rank, and serial number, you are well. I might 
have been in the hospital for three weeks. I really don’t know.  
 When I was released from the hospital, I was put on a Merchant Marine 








and waited for reassignment. This is where I got married the first time. I was 
assigned to Astoria, OR to wait for a new ship to be commissioned. This was 
the USS Lubbock (APA-197). We picked up troops and went to Pearl Harbor. 
We practiced landing Marine troops on Maui. After a few days of this training, 
we headed for Iwo Jima. We landed the first wave of troops and were released 
to go back to Pearl Harbor and pick up another load of troops for Okinawa. We 
took the first wave of troops into Okinawa. We then went back to Pearl Harbor 
and picked up another load of troops for Japan. We got to Leyte and broke down 
with a busted shaft. We waited in Leyte for four months for a new shaft. Just 
before we got the shaft, the war was over. Hooray!!! 
 It took one month to repair the ship. We returned to San Francisco and 
I requested a transfer. They transferred me to Seattle, temporary duty. After 
about three months, I asked for permanent shore duty. They said, “Fine, we’ll 
cut your orders tomorrow.” Three days later, I was headed for Adak. Eighteen 
months of solidary at Adak. A woman behind every tree. Only one trouble: No 
trees. I would have been happier on Alcatraz. I was sent back to Pier No. 91, 
Seattle for discharge. The same commander who sent me to 18 months of 
solitary confinement at Adak asked me to ship over for another hitch in the 
Navy. I can’t tell you what I told him. I was discharged September 1947.  
 I only remember one shipmate by name. Johnny Futch was from 
Valdosta, GA. He was a guitar pickin’ fool. After I lost this friend on the 
Yorktown, I tried not to get too close to anyone else. I went into mechanical 
trades. I had a wife and two children when I got out of the Navy. My job took 
me around some, and my wife took me around also. I was married 33 years and 
had four grown children when she passed away. I had 11 grandchildren.  
 I got remarried August 1978. My wife has five children. All grown. So, 
combined we now have nine children, 25 grandchildren, and 6 great-
grandchildren. We retired to a home we built in Nevada City, CA. We never 
really finished building, but we are comfortable and decided to smell the roses 
while we still can. We travel as much as we can. Last year, we went to Calgary 
Stampede in Alberta, Canada.  
  







Robert Hill, S1/c 
Shelton, WA 
 
I was born July 29, 1925 in Olympia, WA, and lived in Tumwater, WA. 
When I was less than a year old, we went to Oregon. Then back to Shelton. My 
folks stayed in Shelton until they died. In my family there were three boys and 
one girl, the girl the oldest, me the second child. I enlisted in Seattle in October, 
1942. Took boot camp in Farragut, ID. I put the Abner Read in commission. I 
was in the Navy for two to four months before I went aboard the Abner Read. I 
was seaman, first class, a deckhand in second division, and my battle station 
was first shellman on gun No. 4. In Alaska, when the ship was hit, it broke off 
87 feet of the stern, and I was the next bulkhead gun No. 4. I came back on the 
Bremerton on a liberty ship which picked us up at Dutch Harbor.  
I went home on liberty to Shelton. In fact, I stayed 10 days over my 
leave. I just wanted more time. I had been on a fire watch with a wooden rifle, 
and that was about the most stupid thing I ever heard of in my life. There were 
five of us who spent some extra time in Shelton. I was in the brig during 
shakedown, couldn’t see walking around with a wooden rifle on my shoulder 
up on the drydock there. But overall, to me, Navy time was fun time. I enjoyed 
it. I don’t know why I didn’t reenlist, but at the time I guess I was advised not 
to. I don’t quite remember that.  
Stayed with the Abner Read until Ulithi. I got off at Ulithi and went back 
to the States. I went on leave and ended up back in Long Island on the Marine 
prison base. I wanted to go back to sea. I finished the rest of the war on the USS 
Gayety. We were hit once by a bomb. I think there were five or seven guys were 
killed on that. That was at night. We ended up at Okinawa, on the day we 
invaded Okinawa. I stayed there until the end of the war when we went up to 
sweep some of the fields in Japan, Northern Honshu. That was not an invasion, 
the Japanese just surrendered to us. The only shots that were fired were those 
aimed at mines after they were cut loose. It is monotonous work because you 
are going so slow. I received an honorable discharge on July 3, 1946. 
When the war was over, I stayed in Shelton and then I went to Alaska. 
I worked out on the chain doing construction work. I worked the summer and 
then would go down to get some kind of ship going to places like Japan to work 
four or five months. I’d then come back to the states, spend all my money, and 
then go back up to Alaska for the summer. I fished for one complete season but 









I married the first time in 1949. In 1952, I married the second time. My 
fourth and present wife and I were married in Reno, Nevada, in 1981. She has 
four children, three girls and one boy which I include as mine, too. I have an 
adopted daughter, and she has three children. She has fourteen grandchildren, 
and one great grandchild born last January, 1992. I have one horse, a mare that 
is about to have a colt. It is a thoroughbred Tennessee Walker. Being retired, I 
enjoy riding my horse. We have a Gold Wing motorcycle that we ride. My wife 
rides double with me, and we have a trailer we pull behind us.  
 
Ralph “Pete” Hilt, SM2/c 
Richmond, OH 
 
 I was born in Plattsmouth, NE on December 8, 1923. Plattsmouth is 
located at the mouth of the Platte River where it joins the Missouri River. I grew 
up there, graduating from high school in 1942. After attending Creighton 
University, I married my wife in February 1947. We have six children, four 
girls and two boys. At the present time, there are eight grandchildren. On march 
4, 1943, I enlisted in the Navy, and was sent to Farragut, ID for basic training. 
I attended signalman’s school and reported to the Abner Read at Bremerton as 
a signalman third class.  
I enjoyed the Bremerton/Seattle area while the ship was being repaired, 
as I had lived there a few months before enlisting in the Navy. It gave me a 
chance to visit with friends and relatives. After the ship was repaired and sent 
to San Francisco, it offered another chance to visit with relatives and friends 
there in the San Francisco area. Between February 1944 and the Leyte sinking, 
there were normal shipboard duties as a signalman. My battle station was on 
the bridge. I enjoyed the duty and comradeship we had on the bridge and with 
the rest of the crew.  
 When the ship was sunk, I was picked up by the Claxton and then 
transferred to the hospital ship Pinkney where my burns and shrapnel wounds 
were taken care of. Later, at Hollandia, New Guinea, I was transferred to a 
transport ship. We stopped at Brisbane, Australia to evacuate the hospital there. 
We proceeded to San Francisco arriving there in late December. After a leave 
home to Omaha, I reported back to San Francisco where I was stationed at H3 
on Ver Buena Island (Treasure Island), Golden Gate Signal Tower, and Port 
Bonita. I was discharged at Shoemaker, CA on March 22, 1946. The shipmates 
I remember best were Mangiafico, Generaux, Hart, Wilson, and Lavine for the 
many fond memories of the bridge of the Abner Read (DD-526) and the leave 
to Sydney, Australia.  







J.D.P. Hodapp, Jr., Lt. 
Chico, CA 
 
 I was born in Manila, Philippine Islands on February 4, 1917. Where 
did I grow up? My father was in the Navy for 35 years, so you name the Navy 
town, and I’ll tell you the street we lived on. Before I left home at 17 to join the 
Navy, we had lived everywhere from Beijing, China, to Norfolk, VA, with a 
good about of time in Hawaii where I learned to swim at Waikiki Beach age the 
age of 4 ½. I joined the Navy June 11, 1934 and graduated from the United 
States Naval Academy on June 1, 1939.  
 I was navigator on the Abner Read when our stern was blown off at 
Kiska. I ran aft and saw that there wasn’t much need for me on the bridge. With 
no propellers or rudder, we wouldn’t be doing much navigating, and I knew that 
John Hoeffer would be busy with damage control, so I took charge of the whale 
boat and went out to pick up what few survivors from the stern that we could 
find. For this action I received a letter of commendation from the commander 
of the North Pacific Fleet. 
 I was ordered to the Abner Read twice. After receiving my first set of 
orders, and before I could report aboard, I had the orders cancelled and was 
ordered as executive officer of the USS Stringham (APD-6), a job I held for 
only eleven days, so I never include that ship in the list of those I served on. 
After receiving orders again to the Abner Read and, again, before I could report. 
I dislocated my shoulder during a workout so I was sent to the Treasure Island 
Naval Hospital to have it operated on. Hence, I missed the commissioning, but 
finally caught up with the ship in San Diego during shakedown training. I was 
a lieutenant when I reported aboard, and when I left her after she was towed 
into Bremerton to take up new duties as Executive Officer of the USS Irwin 
(DD-756). For that duty, I gathered the crew at Treasure Island during the two 
months before she was commissioned. My retirement from the U.S. Navy was 
on April 1, 1960.  
 As many of my Abner Read shipmates will remember, Mr. C.S. Forester 
was assigned to our ship for two weeks as a propaganda agent of the British 
government. He came aboard the night before we left Hunters Point for our 
second cruise to the Aleutians. During those two weeks, the skipper had me 
look out for him and we became lifelong friends. I became his US naval 
technical advisor for the next nineteen and a half years, and finally took up full 
employment with him as his literary assistant, and trustee of his estate. I was 
even conservator of his estate after he had a very serious stroke. He is the author 








wrote a book which became the Book of the Month selection in April of 1955, 
and which he dedicated, in part, to me, called The Good Shepherd. This book 
was recently republished by the US Naval Institute as one of the few novels in 
its Classics of Naval Literature series. The new edition starts out with a 5,000-
word introduction by yours truly, and I am also listed as the editor. The 
introduction mentions the Abner Read quite widely, for it was aboard here that 
Mr. Forester got the idea to write the book. It is a destroyer story, of course. 
 My final retirement date was March 1, 1976. My first marriage, on June 
11, 1941, was supposed to last forever, but the dirty demon cancer called a halt 
to it after 33 ¼ years. She spent the last five months of her life, including our 
3third wedding anniversary, in an intensive care unit at Letterman General 
Hospital in San Francisco. I met my next wife a few months later. She had just 
recently lost her doctor husband, and a friend introduced us at a dinner party. 
She had been married for over 31 years, and her marriage had been as happy as 
mine, except for the endings. It only took 15 days for us to decide to get married. 
I say she asked me, and she says I asked her, but we waited until Valentine’s 
Day the next year, 1975, so that I wouldn’t forget the anniversary date. Oddly 
enough, my wives were both nurses. My first wife was in OB/GYN. She was 
superintendent of nurses at Kapiolani Hospital in Honolulu when I met her, and 
my current wife was a pediatric nurse. No one can explain why, but gals in that 
profession of taking care of children hardly ever have any of their own. As a 
result, my wife and I are true orphans. No children, and no living parents, or 
siblings, so we are just looking out for each other in our advanced years. 
 
John H. Hoeffer, Rear Admiral, USNR (Ret.) 
Belvedere, CA 
 
 I was born on November 12, 1915, at St. Cloud, MN. I went to college 
and received a BA degree from the University of California in 1938. I went on 
to the Stanford Graduate School of Business, and received an MBA degree in 
1940. I was commissioned as an ensign, USNR at the University of California 
at Berkeley, NROTC in 1938. I went on active duty in October 1940. I served 
in Underwater Defenses – Pearl Harbor and was there on December 7. I went 
on the Abner Read in May of 1943 as a first lieutenant, damage control 
Executive officer. I went to the Aleutian Islands in 1943 for the bombardment 
and occupation of Attu and Kiska. I then went to New Guinea and the Philippine 
Islands for bombardments and occupation. 
 When we first went under the Golden Gate Bridge for our first visit to 
the Aleutian Islands following the shakedown, the captain announced over the 







public address system that we were headed for the Aleutian Islands. At that 
time, I was the first lieutenant, and I started to shiver and shake because I knew 
enough about the Aleutian Islands to know that was freezing territory and we 
certainly did not have an allowance of foul weather gear on board the Abner 
Read at that time, because everyone’s anticipation was that we were headed for 
the Southwest Pacific, the tropics, in other words. In any event, we survived 
that which could have been a chaotic ordeal by going ashore in Dutch Harbor 
with our then wonderful paymaster, Homer Clark, and with the help of the 
Army, he carted off a lot of foul weather gear for us to use on the bridge and 
other places exposed to the weather. Thank the Lord we did that, otherwise, we 
could have been in a lot of trouble. 
 Captain Burrowes was trying to measure the courage, the guts, of certain 
people, including me, and one time during a pretty heavy blow, he ordered me 
to go up the yardarm and repair a lamp which he said was out up there. Well, I 
naturally did what I was told and was glad to do it. Well, maybe not so glad at 
that, but in any event, when I got up there, we were rolling 20-30 degrees. The 
top of the mast above the yardarm would hit the starboard of the side of the 
ocean once, and a couple of seconds later, the other. Well I did it, and I guess 
he was satisfied because I’m told he thought maybe I was ok after all.  
 While in Attu at that time I was still a first lieutenant, the house keeper 
of the ship in charge of damage control, etc. I was sent ashore to pick up some 
supplies, and while I was ashore, a tremendous flotilla of ships came in and 
anchored right in the course that I had charted to get back to the Abner Read. 
My compass worked all right, but can you imagine maybe 50 ships in there that 
I hadn’t anticipated, so by the time I went across one bow of one ship and the 
stern of another, I really didn’t know where I was, but sometime early next 
morning, I did find the Abner Read, got on board, and everything was 
understood. 
 Of course, the most horrible thing that could possibly happen, happened 
to us. We hit a mine after being on patrol course for about six hours. It was 
devastating. With the help of a chief bos’n mate at the time, we put a Hauser 
through the bullnose on the foc’sl and got it to a tug. The tug pulled us off the 
beach and the ship then went to the drydock in Dutch Harbor. In the meantime, 
I had a terrible case of acute appendicitis and was flown to Bremerton and was 
operated on. In the process I had a case of yellow jaundice, today known as 
hepatitis. I did get back on the ship when it came down to Bremerton, however, 
but got sicker on the way to Hawaii. By the time I got there, I was taken to the 








they would see me alive again I was so yellow. If any of you have ever 
experienced the jaundice of hepatitis, you’ll know the color I turned to. 
 Anyway, I got over that and in due course was ordered to rejoin the 
Abner Read. This time, I was prospective executive officer and navigator. I 
joined the ship in Milne Bay, and was on her up and down New Guinea. At one 
point, I was sent up to McArthur’s headquarters on Hollandia which was a 
miniature pentagon. It was a palatial palace, hundreds of people around, and on 
the way up, there was an enormous collection of snow machines, road builders, 
and heavy equipment of all kinds which I subsequently was told was put there 
in anticipation of invading Japan during the wintertime. So, one night, I had the 
watch, and sometime during two or three in the morning, we were in task force 
formation and zigging and zagging which was the custom and I guess I zigged 
when I should have zagged, or sagged when I should have zigged, and all of a 
sudden, I found myself about a half a mile out of position. I thought “Oh boy, 
here I am in trouble again.” When asked what I was doing, I said I was 
investigating a submarine possibility and all was forgiven. Whew!  
 In Leyte, of course, we were sent out to investigate submarines again, 
and it was during that horrible typhoon that took the lives of so many men. 
Several of our destroyers, as some of you may recall, were capsized because 
they failed to replenish their ballast when they were told to refuel, as is the 
custom. You get rid of your ballast in anticipation of taking on your fuel. Well, 
that was a terrible experience. Those of you who think you have been sick when 
you were seasick, not the people in this typhoon, but anyone else, there is 
nothing in the world like being in a typhoon when the oxygen is out of your 
body and you experience this unbelievable loss of balance. I was on the bridge 
and I had to tie myself to something, I forget what, but then, the Good Lord was 
watching, and we got over it. 
 That was absolutely awful when we were hit by that Japanese suicide 
pilot. In one way, we were lucky, if you can use such a word in such a calamity, 
that not more people were killed. Certainly not quite the tragedy that the attack 
was in Kiska when hit by the mine, but nevertheless horrible. One life is a 
horrible loss.  
 I have been active in many Naval Reserve capacities from 1946 to 
present. I went on the USS Norris (DD-859) as navigator, executive. I 
commissioned as a rear admiral in August, 1965. I retired November 12, 1975. 
I had three tours of temporary duty in Vietnam. I served on the Chief Naval 
Operations Executive Panel, was Chairman of the COM 12ND Naval Reserve 
Public Affairs Board, and Chairman of the National Naval Reserve Policy 
Board. I was awarded the Legion of Merit on July 10, 1975 with accompanying 







citation from the Secretary of the Navy. I live in Belvedere, CA with my wife 
and one son. Our other son was a United States Navy P-3 pilot and is now an 
M.D. His two daughters are married. 
 
Harry M. Huyck, S2/c 
Middleburg, FL 
 
 I was born on April 1, 1926, and grew up in Ilion, NY, which is 60 miles 
east of Syracuse. I enlisted on October 27, 1943. I enlisted because I got 
patriotic over the current songs like “There’s a Star Spangled Banner Waving 
Somewhere.” That’s a reference to Colin Kelly diving, sinking a Jap battleship, 
and dying too. I quit my third year of high school but got my GED at age 57 in 
Phoenix, AZ. After boot camp I reported to the Read in San Francisco in 
February 1944 as a seaman, second class. When you note the date, you will 
know that I wasn’t on the ship for the Attu event. 
 My experience from February 1944 through November 1, 1944 was as 
a seaman radio striker. My battle station on November 1 should have be one of 
the port quarter deck 20mm guns. I mentally flipped a coin with “Buddy,” 
Anson Wade Kephart (KIA). Kephart manned the gun and I manned the power 
phones on the bridge. My son is named in his honor. I abandoned ship as I 
coxswained the port 26’ whaleboat with a wounded motor mechanic petty 
officer. I can’t remember his name. We picked up survivors and delivered them 
to ships standing by until a senior petty officer took over and delivered me to 
one of the ships. I can’t remember his name or the ship’s name. I was put on 
the Pinkney about the fifth or sixth or 10th bunk, altitude, 8,000 feet. I then 
boarded the SS Lurline to Australia and on to San Francisco, arriving on 
December 4, 1944. 
 I remember the day of the sinking that we tied a line to a large blown-
up life raft containing approximately 12 men. The motor-mech applied “full 
speed.” The only face appearing above water was, as I remember, Johnny 
Hallstead. Motor-mech on “command,” actually a scream, cut throttle and 
proceeded slowly to the vessel standing nearby. Anson Wade Kephart, 
Clearfield, PA, was a very close friend. At the time of the final general quarters 
alarm, we were lying in hammocks strung on the starboard radio room bridge 
area when the alarm sounded. We jumped out of hammocks, looked up, saw the 
kamikaze plane, and mentally flipped a coin. “Kept” said I’ll take the gun.” 
There, but for the grace of God, it should have been me. There was hardly a day 
that I have not thought about him. My life, and philosophy, was pretty well 








 After leave, I transferred to ship’s company in Bremerton and enlisted 
in the men’s recreation facility. I then went to fleet ammunition return depot at 
Bangor, WA. There was a lot of drinking “green Port Orchard beer” along the 
way. I became a Navy supervisor over eight civilians in a teletype office. I’ve 
got a recommendation letter from Lieutenant Herod on file. I was discharged 
on January 20, 1946 from Bremerton with the glorious rate of seaman first class. 
 I entered the family trucking business in 1946 and became an owner-
operator contract driver. I purchased my first tractor-trailer under the GI Bill 
10-46. I sold my interest to my father in 1951, and became general manager. I 
purchased the business in 1956, joined United Van Lines in 1967, and operated 
California-New Jersey-Massachusetts and New York facilities. I liquidated 
those on February 18, 1978. Forty-two years ago, I married my wife on May 
14, 1949. She eventually became vice-preside of Huyck/United Van Lines Ltd. 
Her hobbies/business is painting miniature scene paintings, framing them, and 
mounting some on easels for use in doll houses or in shadow boxes. Both of us 
currently drive Clay County, FL school busses as a way to supplement my 
social security and mainly to maintain county medical coverage that was very 
heavily used by both of us this year. We have three grown adopted children and 
five grandchildren. 
 
William Paul Jones, SOM3/c 
Walnut Creek, CA 
 
Note: This interview was submitted by his widow, Bobbie Jones Weber, 
shipmate, and Francis Brittain. 
 
 William Paul Jones, known as “Jones” or “Jonesy” aboard ship, was 
born May 2, 1923 in Salt Lake City, UT, the youngest of seven children. His 
family moved to Oakland, CA when he was the age of two, and he remained in 
that house until he married. He enlisted in the Navy in August 1942. He was 
sent to San Diego for boot camp and, after completion of that, went to sonar 
school, also in San Diego, where he was trained to be a soundman. Paul was a 
member of the commissioning crew of the Abner Read in San Francisco 
Throughout his time aboard ship, his watch and general quarters station was on 
the bridge sound gear. At Dutch Harbor, after the ship’s fantail was blown off 
at Kiska, Paul was a part of the group transferred off the ship before the tow 
back to the states. He rejoined the ship while it was undergoing repairs at 
Bremerton.  







 At this time, for no apparent reason, Paul bought a horse that was kept 
at his brother’s riding academy located just out of Oakland. The only problem 
was that no one could ride the horse. It would buck and rear and if that wasn’t 
enough, it would deliberately go over backwards. Bill Baldwin, a bos’n mate 
aboard the Abner Read just happened to be from Texas, and just happened to 
be a horse breaker. He volunteered to see what he could do about the problem 
when the ship returned to San Francisco Needless to say, there was quite a group 
watching on that day that Baldwin not only rode Paul’s horse, but turned her 
into an animal that even the smallest child could safely ride. 
 Before the Abner Read left for the South Pacific, Paul was in the crew 
that took the ship on the detested San Clemente ferry runs. He was one of the 
group that was turned into a shellback when the ship crossed the line on 
Washington’s Birthday, 1944. Paul was wounded when the Abner Read was 
sunk in Leyte Gulf, and for this he was awarded a Purple Heart. He always said 
that he was hurt much worse that night off Kiska when the breaking of the 
aluminum bunk hooks threw him out of the bunk in the forward berthing area 
which resulted in a blow to his forehead that left him fuzzy for some time, and 
gave him a permanent scar. 
 Paul had many friends aboard the Abner Read. Three of these, Francis 
Brittain, Ken Henke, and Sam Shannon, were his closest buddies and were the 
ones he most often joined on liberties. The friendship of these four continued 
on during the years since their Navy time and grew to include their wives and 
families. Bobbie recalls Paul saying that after the sinking of the Abner Read he 
returned to the stets on the Lurline with a bunch of pregnant nurses that he could 
take no credit for. 
 Paul was discharged from the Navy at Shoemaker, CA in late January 
1946 as a soundman third class. He served his apprenticeship, became a 
journeyman bricklayer, and joined his brother, Claude, as a masonry contractor 
in the Oakland area. He married his wife on August 12, 1950 and they have a 
daughter who is married to a policeman. She is in real estate and they have three 
boys. In 1980 Paul retired because of ill health. He and his wife then spent their 
winters in Yuma, AZ and their summers at Walnut Creek, CA. Paul passed 
away December 11, 1985. He and his wife had been married for 35 ½ years at 









Vinal W. Jorgenson, TM2/c 
Orfordville, WI 
 
 I was born on May 13, 1913, on a farm in rural America, in Lafayette 
County, WI. The farm was located in southern Wisconsin, 150 miles west of 
Milwaukee. I grew up during the depression, with my five brothers and sister. 
Most of my siblings did not have the opportunity to attend high school. Upon 
completion of the eighth grade, I went to work for my uncle on his farm. I 
earned $40 a month and saved enough so that I could start high school at the 
age of 16. After high school, I worked again for two years to finance additional 
education at a business college. The courses and general college experience 
briefly took me away from my farming background. I was able to utilize both 
my farming background and my business education in my first job which 
involve distributing petroleum products to farms for a farm bureau gas company 
in southern Wisconsin. December 7, 1941 changed all of our future career and 
family plans. On December eighth, I registered for the draft. 
 My uncle, Bill Deetz, was a World War I Navy veteran and took me 
under his wing and explained that the Navy was the only way to serve my 
country. In April of 1942, he accompanied me to a recruiting naval station in 
Chicago. I am thankful for the advice of my uncle, and I and proud to have 
served our country in the Navy. Ironically, the day I enlisted in the Navy was 
the same day I received orders to report to the U.S. Army. I was proud to advise 
the Army that I had already enlisted and was ready to serve my country in the 
Navy. 
 My first naval assignment was on April 20, 1942, at the Great Lakes 
Naval Training Station. I was 29-years-old. Following boot camp, I completed 
16 weeks of torpedo school. Being only 150 miles from home, I was able to 
visit my family during the training period in Chicago. I was then selected to 
receive more training at the advanced torpedo school in Newport, RI. Upon 
completion of torpedo school, I was given the rank of TM3/c and ordered to 
join the USS Abner Read (DD-526) at Bethlehem Steel, San Francisco. The 
ship was my home until it sank in Leyte Harbor.  
 Our first military action was near Attu where our ship was on patrol. 
While navigating near Kiska, we hit a mine with considerable damage and 
injury. Prior to the mine accident, I had given up my bunk, which was aft of the 
engine room on the port side, to a young replacement. He complained that he 
couldn’t sleep, so I switched places with him and took his bunk. As a result of 
the mine accident, the young replacement lost his life, as his new bunk area 
received heavy damage. I received minor injuries, and was treated for fractured 







ribs at a hospital in Dutch Harbor. After two days in the hospital, I returned to 
the Abner Read and we were towed back to Bremerton for repair. Once in 
Bremerton, our starboard section was given leave, and I was able to be home 
for Christmas. The ship was repaired and ready for duty by the time all hands 
returned from leave. Between February 1944, and the day the ship sank near 
Leyte, we visited Sydney Australia. We enjoyed the country very much, and we 
were well received by the Australian people. 
 On the eventful day of November 1, 1944, I was at my battle station on 
the bridge with the phones, which connected the torpedo men and the depth 
charge men. When all hands abandoned ship, I removed my shoes so carefully, 
and left them on deck. Another sailor, Torpedoman’s Mate “Lil’ Stoner” from 
Enid, OK abandoned ship with me. We swam in the opposite direction from 
other sailors. We realized that the Japanese would return and strafe the sailors 
in the water. The planes did return, and many men were killed in the attack. 
 We swam in the direction of a crippled destroyer which we observed on 
the horizon. At 8:00 p.m. we reached the ship and were pulled out of the water 
to safety. Sailors on the ship communicated with other ships in the area to locate 
other survivors form the Abner Read. We were transported by a whaleboat to 
another ship to be reunited with our Abner Read crew. We now realized the 
extent of the attack and felt such sadness upon finding many of our friends 
injured, and those killed and to be buried at sea. We then steamed off to 
Brisbane, Australia, where we prepared to return to the United States. We were 
given survivors’ leave when we finally returned home. I was able to spend 
another Christmas with my family. My final assignment was torpedo repair duty 
at the U.S. Naval Air Station at Barbers Point in Hawaii. I served there until my 
discharge number came up on November 23, 1945. My final rank upon 
discharge was TM1/c. I returned home and was married to my present wife on 
December 23, 1945. 
My first postwar job was back with the farm bureau gas company where 
I had worked prior to the war. After a couple of years, I went into farming. The 
largest portion of my adult working life was at the General Motors Assembly 
Plant in Janesville, WI. I finished my career as an inspector on the production 
line and retired in 1978. My wife stuck by me during these eventful times. She 
was a grade school teacher during our marriage. This will be our 4sixth year 
together. We have five children and five grandchildren. We reside in 
Orfordville, WI and winter in Leesburg, FL. My current health is very good. 
My wife’s health is excellent. 
Very few men of the torpedo crew have been coming to the reunions. 








shipmates called me “Pop” as I was 30-years-old and many of them were only 
18 or 19 years-old. Another young man who was special to me was a twenty-
year-old who was lost at Kiska. His name was Jimmy Sloan. Jimmy’s father 
was president of Southern Pacific Railroad. I visited his father after we returned 
from Kiska. Tom Lee and I also went to Toledo to visit the family of another 
sailor who did not return home. His name was Ernie Zingg. We both agreed that 
if either of us did not survive, we would visit the family of the lost sailor. It is 
appropriate that we remember those who served with us and are no longer here. 
 
Bernard J. Kaczkowski, SM3/c 
New Berlin, WI 
 
 I was born July 31, 1923. I was raised and roamed here in Milwaukee. 
My parents had four boys. One died when I was very young and I never 
remembered him. My other two brothers were here until my oldest brother died 
two years ago. I enlisted in the Navy on June 11, 1941 at the prompting of my 
oldest brother. When I look back, I’m glad I enlisted, and had some regrets for 
not staying until retirement. I took basic at the Great Lakes Group II School. I 
wanted to be something in aviation: radio signal, now quartermaster. I stayed at 
the Lakes until late November 1941. I then went to the west coast in a big draft 
for further assignment.  
Arriving about the first or second of December 1941, I was assigned to 
the USS Aldebaran (AF-10), a provision store ship. I don’t think I’ll ever forget 
this first ship I was on. I got aboard her the day before Pearl Harbor, Saturday, 
December 6, 1941. Until then I didn’t know the Navy had any such ships. It 
was scheduled to go to Samoa. Following the bombing, the ship was given 
orders to go to an ammunition depot in San Francisco I forgot to mention the 
ship was docked in San Francisco taking on dry stores and refrigeration stores. 
So, they ceased loading those stores but did not take anything off. We arrived 
at the depot and from Sunday afternoon until the Wednesday morning following 
the bombing, we worked alongside the regular stevedores loading every 
conceivable type of ammunition from a .22 to a 16-inch shell. On our topside 
were airplane parts and 55-gallon drums of aviation gas. Our main deck was 
almost, it seemed, level with the water. When I look back, I don’t know how 
she ever floated, let alone moved through the water. 
We left in a big convoy Wednesday morning. Pearl Harbor was our 
destination. We had anything that could move on the west coast in this convoy. 
We had old four stackers. I remember the cruiser San Francisco was in there, 
and we had old coal burners among the ships. The convoy speed was about 5 







or 6 knots. Our ship’s top speed was 11 knots, at least this is wat I was told. I 
was an apprentice seaman and a deck hand my first time at sea. It took us about 
12 or 14 days to get to Pearl. Needless to say, Pearl was a mess when we arrived. 
There’s a lot I’ll leave out. We unloaded the ship which probably took at least 
a week and returned to ‘Frisco I stayed aboard that ship for a year and as new 
ships were being built they needed some experienced men along with recruits 
to man these ships. I served her aboard her until I was sent for new construction 
and was assigned to the Abner Read before commissioning at Treasure Island. 
I was a signalman striker when I came aboard the Read. I served as a 
deckhand aboard the Ab. We put her in commission and to my knowledge, I 
was the first Navy helmsman to pull her away from the docks for a trial run in 
San Francisco with Captain Burrowes at the con. It’s a day I will always 
remember. As nervous as I was, the skipper’s pose, confidence, and knowhow 
must have transferred to me. Here was a man I knew right away I would go 
anywhere with and not be afraid. I immediately admired that man and he’s one 
I’ll never forget. To me, he was the greatest. 
At Attu and Kiska, this was my first actual wartime experience. It 
seemed I had the 2000 to 2400 watch. I was just going to sleep in the bow of 
the ship when we took the mine or whatever it was. We were bounced around 
at that time, and people were falling out of their sacks. Soon after, trying to get 
topside, I went out in my skivvies and reported to the bridge because somebody 
told me the stern of the ship was hit. That was my general quarters station, but 
we were at condition two when we were hit. I stayed up on the bridge during 
the time the ship was having its fires, casualties, men in the water, rescuing 
going on, all kinds of things happening. I did the little I was told to do but later 
I remember going to look on the main deck where some of the casualties were, 
and doing what I could, and looking for various people, one of which later 
became my brother-in-law, Chuck Aurit. The others from the signalmen and 
quartermasters were all or most accounted for, I believe. I returned with the ship 
to Bremerton.  
I was transferred to new construction shortly after the ship returned to 
Bremerton. I was assigned to the USS Pritchett (DD-561), the same kind of 
ship the 536 Abner Read was. I was aboard the Pritchett during the Leyte 
invasion. Would you believe me when I tell you the Pritchett was alongside the 
Aldebaran (AF-10) when we, or I, was overwhelmed when the Abner Read 
pulled up on the other side of the AF-10 to also haul stores. Naturally, I had to 
go aboard and visit the ship, and without realizing it, the Pritchett pulled away 








I just called the ship and they sent a small boat to pick me up. They kidded me, 
of course, more so than being angry.  
The Pritchett operated with the third fleet and did very well as a radar 
picket ship besides other duties which, at times, were not desired. We won’t go 
into its record but we took a bomb at Okinawa after knocking down five enemy 
bombers, and again, it was the stern of the ship that was hit. It blew a big hole 
in the stern, but we still had our rudder and screws. We couldn’t go slower than 
25 to 30 knots before the water would come in. Near daylight, we were relived 
on station by another tin can, which I was informed later on that it and another 
tin can were both sunk in the same area. 
We went to an anchorage called Kerama Retto, the Navy had secured 
during this invasion, for repairs. It wasn’t too far from Okinawa and was under 
air attack most of the time. I saw ships, tin cans like ours, with no superstructure, 
everything all blown away, towed, or limped into this area. Unbelievable some 
of the damage. We were finally temporarily repaired and took some ships to 
Guam for complete repairs. I was transferred to shore duty until December 1945 
when I shipped back to the states for 30 days reenlistment leave. I was still 
regular Navy. I reported to Chicago and they shipped me to Shoemaker, CA 
where I was assigned to a transport that was being fitted to go to Eniwetok for 
some nuclear testing. 
My enlistment was up in August of 1946 and we could request a 
transfer, which I did. I had no more desire for anything that was more 
destruction. I was reassigned to another transport and went to Pearl Harbor and 
back. Sometime in June, I went into the hospital at Treasure Island and, upon 
discharge, was assigned to master-at-arms post at the base. I was discharged 
from there in August 1946. I immediately signed up with the Navy Reserve - 
Active, and stayed until I was recalled to duty during Korea. I was flown to 
Japan and assigned to Sasebo, Japan, into the harbor defense unit. I took my 
discharge in 1951 and remained out of the service until 1973 when I enlisted 
into the active reserve unit of the Coast Guard. Say what you want, I loved the 
Navy, but the Coast Guard wasn’t bad at all. I retired in 1985 as an E6. 
My closest shipmates aboard the Abner were Chuck Aurit, who became 
my brother-in-law, Fitch, a signalman, Bill Boulton, quartermaster, and various 
other sonar and radiomen. It’s too much to try to remember all the good and all 
the bad things. It would require much more time, but I will say, I would gladly 
do service again with the same crew we had aboard the DD-526 at any time. 
While aboard, I don’t remember ever having any problems and it seems like I 
knew the whole crew at one time, but then time, too, has taken its course. I’m 
glad for these reunions to renew old bonds.  







In 1946 after returning to Milwaukee, I started an apprenticeship 
program under the GI Bill as an auto mechanic. I completed the training in 
1950, shortly before I was recalled to active duty. I returned in 1951 and again 
took up my auto mechanics. I worked with two dealers until 1970 when I went 
into auto repairing here at home. We bought our fifth-wheel and since that time, 
I’ve been gradually retiring. 
I married a California girl from Oakland in 1943 when I was aboard the 
Abner. She died from lung cancer in 1977. We had two boys. One was killed 
on his motorcycle two years ago. I married my present wife in 1977. She is now 
retired after having worked in a factory as a stripper – relating to making a 
bellow type of rubber protective for machinery trolleys, lathes, and anything 
that moves and flexes that needs protection doing its related job. Between us, 
we have eight grandchildren. We are both comparatively happy living in our 
fifth wheeler.  
 
Charles Knight, S2/c 
Denison, TX 
 
I was born April 4, 1925, in Whitesboro, TX and grew up there. There 
were seven in our family. I enlisted in Dallas on January 2, 1943, in the Navy 
before the draft could get me. My previous Navy experience was bootcamp 
before I came aboard the Abner Read in early March as a seaman second class. 
I had regular duty on the ship. I came back to Bremerton on the ship after it was 
damaged in Alaska. We had no liberty while I was aboard. Therefore, there was 
little time to get acquainted. I realized that there was no future on the deck force, 
and there was the terrible weather. I applied as a radar operator striker and was 
accepted. I assume this was the reason for my transfer from the Abner Read. I 
was transferred to a new ship, the USS Irwin, (DD-794). The Irwin was hit 
August, 1944 in the South Pacific. We got hit rescuing survivors off of the USS 
Princeton. We returned back to states for repairs. I was on Okinawa when the 
war was over. We then got mail carrying duty to Tokyo. I was discharged on 
April 6, 1946 in San Pedro as a radioman, second class. 
The shipmate I remember is J.C. Franklin. Both of us slept aft, but we 
was playing Black Jack in the mess hall after our 8-12 watch. We hit the mine 
about 1:20 a.m. Most of the ones in my compartment were killed. The 
compartment I was assigned to was wiped out. I wasn’t on the Read long 
enough to know many of the ones on there. Franklin and I double dated sisters.  
After the war, I obtained a Master’s Degree from Texas A&M as a teacher of 
vocational agriculture. I have been married since November 27, 1946 to my 
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wife who is now a retired accountant with Civil Service Commission. I have 
one daughter, and two grandchildren. I am in good health. I retired six years 
ago after teaching 36 years in Denison High School. My wife and I own and 
operate a 540-acre ranch, and are happily retired. 
Fulton Knight, STM3/c 
Coon Rapids, MN 
I was born in Piney Grove, AR on July 5, 1925. I grew up in 
Piney Grove and Little Rock. There were three in our family. I enlisted at 
Little Rock in November 1942 just because I wanted to. The Abner Read was 
my first Navy experience. I reported to the Read in February 5, 1943 as a 
steward’s mate, third class. I was at Attu and Kiska and I felt great fear that 
the ship was going to sink at the time it hit the mine. I came back on the 
liberty ship to Bremerton. While waiting in Bremerton for the repairs, I was 
on duty serving officers food. On shakedown, I remember gunner’s practice. 
My battle station was on the bow in the powder room. However, I was 
transferred and was not on the ship when it was sunk.  
I was transferred to the USS West Point in New Guinea and came back 
to the states on that ship. I was then on to Bremerton, got on the USS Calhoun, 
and made the shakedown cruise to San Diego to Pearl Harbor. I transferred to 
the USS Metamora and stayed on until the end of the war. I was discharged 
February 26, 1946. I remember shipmates Timothy Simmons, Spurlark, Manuel 
Marino, Steward Moore, John C. King, Homer Clark, and Ski. 
For a career choice, I actually did several things, but stuck with 
construction work mostly. I am retired, but I am a supervisor at Canterbury 
Downs Horse Racing. I married my very beautiful wife on May 27, 1949 so we 
have been married for 42 years. Her work was as a housewife to take care of 
the seven of us. We have five children. Three are married, two sons and one 
daughter, and we have two sons unmarried. We have ten grandchildren. 
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Richard E. Kooistra, MC2/c 
Marysville, WA 
 
 I was born on August 31, 1919 at Chicago where I grew up. In our 
family, there were parents of course, two girls, and I was one of six boys. I 
enlisted on September 5, 1940, in Chicago, to travel, see the Pacific, and China. 
My previous Navy experience was on the USS Colorado. I then went to gyro 
school at San Diego, and had the rate of electrician’s mate, second class. I came 
on the Abner Read in February 1943 at Hunters Point, before the shakedown. 
 In Attu and Kiska, I was asleep in the stern, blown up, and woke up flat 
on my back on deck. Fuel oil tanks blew and I was out again. I woke up under 
water when the stern broke off. I must have been 60 or 70 feet under, and got 
out through a hole, and headed for the top. My face was ripped open and I had 
a broken collar bone and no use of my right warm. I was drinking water by the 
time I surfaced. I saw a floater net and swam for it. Got to it and got fuel oil and 
chemical smoke screen gas. I was picked up about two hours later and taken to 
the hospital in Adak. I was there for four or five months. I went to the states on 
a merchant marine transport to Mare Island Hospital. I was there for a couple 
of months and went back to ‘Frisco I went back to sea on the USS Pakana. I 
took a near miss that blew me into a bulkhead and I went back to the hospital 
in Oakland, CA. I was discharged on March 7, 1945 and told I had five years to 
live and would never walk. I remember Megee. I was made chief electrician the 
day I was discharged. I was an electrician, and went through four years to make 
engineering. I was married on April 17, 1943. We have a boy and a girl and 
have been married for 48 ½ years. She was vice president for Blue Shield Corp. 
until she retired. We have two grandchildren. We spend five months in 
Washington and several months in Tucson. Golfing and bowling are our 
hobbies.  
George R. Kray, S1/c 
St. Louis Park, MN 
 
 I was born on May 16, 1922, in Royalton, MN, where I grew up. I was 
the second child of four boys. A school friend returned from Navy bootcamp. 
Several other friends joined us at a local restaurant, and after visiting a little, 
some of the other friends and I decided to enlist. We enlisted on October 28, 
1942 in St. Cloud, MN. I came aboard the Abner Read around April 8, 1943 
and remember getting under way the next evening about chow time and going 
under the Golden Gate Bridge was quite upsetting to my poor stomach. It was 








just the four I had gone to service school with. I guess I was the only one aboard 
who had to swing a hammock because there weren’t enough bunks available. 
Guess where the hooks were to secure my hammock: They were in the passage 
way to watch-two section. I stood watch-three so got bounced out every time 
watch-two went on duty. I finally managed to get a bunk in watch two. 
 During the early part of the invasion of Kiska, the master of arms asked 
if I wanted a bunk in watch-three, but no locker was yet available so I said 
maybe I’d wait until after the invasion was over. These words were as if God 
wanted me to live, because a couple of days later, the big disaster struck and 
the fantail of our ship was blown off. Most of the fellows I remember were lost 
at that time. I could see light through the side of the ship and water was ankle 
deep before I could get out of my bunk. Smoke filled the area almost as fast. It 
was so smoky it almost choked us. I really didn’t think I’d make it out of there. 
The one thing that helped was that watch-two was on duty, so I almost had a 
clear shot at the ladder. I ended up in sick bay with a terrible cough. Every time 
I tried to help with the chore of getting the ship back to Adak, I had severe 
coughing spells. When we reached Adak, I was put in sick bay but was back on 
duty by the time the ship was being towed to Dutch Harbor. We were tied up to 
the dock and I was coming down the ladder when I slipped on a mooring line 
and broke a bone in my ankle. I had it put in a cast and had to hobble along, no 
cane, no crutches. I had no bunk or any extra clothes. All were lost in the fantail 
when we were hit.  
 Later they had to send some of us ahead on a liberty ship to Seattle. I 
was one of them. I got leave as soon as we got back to the states and arrived 
home just in time to see an old classmate on leave from the Marines. Boy did 
we have fun! I returned to Bremerton just a few days after the ship arrived. I 
spent the rest of the time aboard ship trying to figure out how to stay out of 
trouble. It wasn’t too difficult because I was an “old salt” by then. After the ship 
got underway to Pearl Harbor, we had a lot of duties such as painting and 
cleaning the ship. After leaving Pearl Harbor, we remember going by several 
destroyers who had blistered paint and we felt they must have been in some 
heavy-duty battle.  
 Shortly after that, we had our time in battle on several different 
invasions. I was a 40mm director operator on the portside midship 40mm. Every 
time we’d go into action, the planes would come in on starboard side and many 
were complaining we weren’t getting any action. When the suicide plane came 
at us, I looked around the stack and could see it coming. I backed up close to 
the stack to wait. It landed somewhere near the stack area. When I looked for 
the ladder, the whole area was on fire. Everything was smoke and fire. I hung 







over the platform and stretched out to drop to the torpedo platform which wasn’t 
too far because I reached out about eight feet and only had a couple feet to drop. 
 I didn’t know where to go after reaching the main deck so I tried to help 
the damage repair party, but they didn’t seem to need my help. I went forward 
to see what was happening there. I remember seeing my friend, Ken Harmon, 
who was the main battery director. That was the last time I saw him alive. We 
were later placed on an evacuation ship in the Philippines and were supposed 
to help with some of the wounded: give them water, light cigarettes, etc. 
Somewhere along the line we were put on the Lurline, a troopship, and brought 
back to the states. 
After a short stay at Treasure Island, we were shipped to Bremerton 
Ammunition Depot. I got to know many other sailors from the USS Johnson, 
USS Hale, USS Robert, and the Gambier Bay. We had lots of fun, but not much 
money so we were quite limited as to where we could go. I spent about a year 
and a half at the Bremerton Ammunition Depot. During this time, our pay was 
$66 a month, so the girls we dated would desert us when a ship came into port 
where the fellows had more money. Then, when they left, the girls had time for 
us. Later, we were sent back to Minneapolis, and discharged from the Navy on 
January 26, 1946.  
I tried to find work but had no experience and no credit rating. I tried to 
help my dad who was the town electrician, but in those days, one couldn’t get 
material to work with unless you had a lot of money to give a big kickback to 
the salesmen. I finally got a job with an electrician who knew my dad, but all 
he could do was complain that the government was giving everything to us 
veterans because we were in the process of getting our GI insurance dividend 
and bonus. About that time the Korean war was starting and his son was just 
the right age to be drafted and could also get some free stuff. Boy, did he cry 
about the war then! 
 I got married in 1949 and have been married almost 42 years to the same 
woman. We have a great life. We raised three sons and one daughter and have 
six beautiful grandchildren to enjoy. I spent 35 years as maintenance electrician 
at the Minneapolis Institute of Arts. Our duties were varied as there were only 
three of us on maintenance staff. We had to take in shipments of art work, 
unpack it, display it, and paint and prepare the rooms used in the mansion for 
exhibit. The most exciting times were when they had previews of different 
shows and we met celebrities and royalty who were giving lectures on these 
shows. I even had my picture taken with Vincent Price. He sure was a nice 








as Ronald Reagan retired. I’m now helping my wife run a day care in our home. 
We have twelve kids most of the time. They help keep us busy and young! 
 
Donald H. Landis, WT1/c 
Dover, PA 
 
I was born June 4, 1921 in York, PA, and grew up there. My family 
consisted of my mother and father, one sister and three brothers. I enlisted at 
the post office in York on August 7, 1940. I wanted a change. I was sent to boot 
camp in Newport, R.I. for eight weeks. I left by train for San Diego and was 
assigned to the USS Drayton (DD-366). We left for Hawaii on a shakedown 
cruise. While there, we were assigned to the Pacific Fleet. When Pearl Harbor 
was attacked, our squadron was at sea protecting a convoy of carriers with 
planes and pilots bound for Wakde Island. These were to reinforce their 
defense. We were returned to Pearl and were then assigned to escort a supply 
ship to Christmas Island with supplies. Upon returning to Pearl, I was diagnosed 
to have the shingles. I was transferred to the hospital ship Solace. After my 
discharge from the Solace, I was assigned to the USS Whitney (AD-4). Shortly 
thereafter I was assigned to the USS Blue (DD-387). We left for Australia and 
were later included in the invasion of Guadalcanal. During night action with the 
enemy, we took a torpedo hit aft and lost much of our after section. The next 
day, we were ordered to abandon ship and she was sunk by several 5-inch 
salvoes from another destroyer in our squadron. All survivors were returned to 
the states on the Hawaiian liner Lurline. 
We arrived in San Francisco and were sent to Treasure Island. After 
survivor’s leave, I returned to Treasure Island and was assigned to the Abner 
Read. The dates elude me. During the Attu and Kiska invasion, I was in my 
sack forward when there was an explosion aft resulting in all hands forward 
winding up entangled in bunks, chains, mattresses, and gear on the deck in one 
big mess. When general quarters sounded, we all rushed to our battle stations. 
Mine was in the forward fireroom. I think I went down the ladder 3 or 4 rungs 
at a time. It wasn’t too long until morning came and we could see what damage 
had occurred. We were towed to port and had a makeshift stern installed. We 
were then towed down the Inland Passage along the Alaskan shore line to 
Bremerton, where we were put in dry dock. 
Shakedown went rather well and all hands were pleased with her 
performance. My battle station was in fireroom No. 1 when the suicide bomber 
hit the after stack. No one knew what happened. We were notified by a 
messenger as to what happened. When abandon ship was sounded, all boilers 







were secured and all hands left the fireroom. When we got topside the ship was 
burning furiously and was starting to list badly to starboard. We didn’t look 
around much because, at that moment, she started to list more. I almost could 
walk down the port side before I had to jump into the water. We floated around 
a few minutes when all eyes turned to our ship which was starting to sink stern 
first. It surely gave me a lump in my throat and tears in my eyes. It wasn’t due 
to salt water. We were picked up by whale boast sent by another destroyer. I’m 
not sure what vessel was responsible.  
I went on survivors leave. While on leave, I met a girl I had gone with 
several years before. We had a few dates and upon returning to Treasure Island, 
I was assigned to the naval ammunition depot at Mare Island, CA. When I was 
settled there, I wrote to my girl and asked her to marry me. She accepted and 
came out to Oakland. The day she arrived, I was at one station and she was at 
another. I asked the station master where her train was and he told me where 
her train came in. I called and had her paged. I was so happy when I hear her 
voice on the phone. We finally got together and left for the hotel where I had 
reserved a room for her. The next day we went shopping for our engagement 
and wedding rings. We were married that day, June 2, 1945, at city hall by 
Judge Fox. The next day we left for Vallejo, CA where I had rented a room in 
a private home. After about a month, I found a two-room apartment in another 
private home. My wife found a job at the Val-Cal Lumber Yard doing 
bookwork. I was stationed at the  naval air depot but came home every night 
and weekends when I had to report aboard the LST-127 to take surveyed 
ammunition out to sea for dumping. I was discharged on August 7, 1946 and 
left by train with my dear wife the next day for York, PA. 
About the only shipmates I remembered was Norman Throgmorton, Jr., 
F first class. I didn’t know him when I first saw him at the reunion in New 
Orleans. After he introduced himself, I remembered him. We write to each other 
occasionally. So help me, I did not remember another person at that reunion. I 
loafed awhile after coming home. My Father-in-law got me a job at A.B. 
Farquhar Company, makers of farm machinery. When bad times hit in 1947, I 
was laid off. I found a job making boilers at the Shirley Company That job 
lasted until 1948. I then went to S. Morgan Smith Company on August 10, 1948 
as a receiving clerk. I stayed in that position approximately three years. I then 
became a dispatcher which I continued to do until I retired on June 30, 1981. I 
have enjoyed retirement now for 11 years.  
As I said in Question 14, I was married on June 2, 1945 in Oakland, CA. 
We have been married happily for going on 48 years. My wife is a housewife. 








glad there was only one marriage in my life. I only wanted to share each day 
with such a lovely and warm person.  
 
Phillip S. Lavine, QM2/c 
University Heights, OH 
 
 To begin with, I was born in New York City on October 7, 1921. I left 
there at the age of 6 months and spent the greater part of my life in Cleveland. 
I was raised and educated here. I married my charming wife on June 15, 1946. 
We grew to a family of six. My enlistment took place in Cleveland and was 
sworn in on August 10, 1942. I volunteered with a buddy of mine but was 
separated the first day. He left for boot camp at Great Lakes Naval Station on 
the 10th and I left on the 11th. I then spent two weeks in boot camp and was 
later sent to school for 16 weeks. I came out a quartermaster, third class. I was 
assigned to report to San Francisco where I later boarded the Abner Read. I 
can’t remember if I was a quartermaster, third class, or had already made 
quartermaster, second class. I don’t remember the exact date that I came aboard 
the Read. All I can think of is that it was same time before the first shakedown 
cruise. The Abner Read became my home until November 1, 1944. My battle 
station on that eventful day was quartermaster on the bridge. I wrote the log and 
was available to help out anywhere else if needed. 
 When we were told to abandon ship, I went forward onto the bow and 
left the ship on the port side. I spent some time in the water and then swam to 
and boarded the USS Claxton, a destroyer that was already hit. I was transferred 
to another ship, but can’t remember its name. I finally came home on the 
Matson Liner Lurline. I spent 30 days survivor leave at home, and was then 
assigned to the industrial incentive division here in Cleveland making speeches 
in war plants. After that, I was sent to Treasure Island and was assigned to a fire 
fighter ship until I was finally discharged on December 22, 1945.  
 When I got home, I went back for a year to my old job servicing cigarette 
machines. Then I went into the real estate business as a salesman, then later, 
into my own business as a broker for ten years. In November 1957 I joined the 
life insurance field and remained with it until I retired in May 1981. Since then 
I’ve been an insurance broker. My wife and I have been married for 44 years. 
God willing, it will be 45 in June. Three of our four children are married but so 
far, no grandchildren. What a bunch of lazy children! 
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Robert D. Lewis, RDM3/c 
Wichita Falls, TX 
I was born October 29, 1918 in Woodward, OK. My family moved to 
Wichita Falls when I was three-years-old, where I lived with my parents, 
brother, and three sisters. I graduated from Wichita Falls High School in 1937. 
I moved to Corpus Christi in January 1939 and married my wife on March 12, 
1939. I lived in Corpus Christi until the summer of 1942 and then moved back 
to Wichita Falls. I joined the Navy in December 1942. I did boot camp in San 
Diego, then onto the Treasure Island receiving ship. I was assigned to a tender 
under construction, but some of the crew went AWOL and I was sent to the 
Read three days before we were underway for the Attu invasion. I came aboard 
the ship as a seaman second class from boot camp. 
After the ship was damaged at Kiska I came back with the ship. I 
suggested to Chief Bishop that we rig a stabilizing sail to stop some of the roll. 
He had me made seaman first class at that time. One day, I was standing the 
rudder watch and talking to Mr. Brown. He asked if I wanted another 
promotion. I told him I would rather strike for radar man and he obliged after 
the repairs were made in Bremerton and we were doing the shakedown from 
San Francisco to San Clemente. We were supposed to be training men new to a 
ship. They were mostly all seasick and we had much double duty. 
I finally made radarman third class but mostly ran one of the whale boats 
when in any port, and was a guard mail petty officer, too. I was one of the few 
from the ship that got on the beach at Hollandia, New Guinea. I took guard mail 
over. Also, I spent one day on a British mine layer when I took some officers 
over before they laid the mines at Wewak. I don’t remember who all went with 
us, but Tankersley was the bow hook. I stood regular radar watchers but was 
the captain’s talker. When at general quarters, I was on the bridge, and watched 
the plane dive on us. After the commodore and the captain decided the ship was 
lost, and ordered abandon ship, I swam to the Claxton. I was taken by a tug to 
the beach, and transferred to a ship that was full of wounded soldiers and sailors. 
Then, if my memory serves me right, we went to Hollandia and transferred to 
the Lurline. We then went to Brisbane for a day, and the on to San Francisco. I 
had shore patrol duty for a while, and then they transferred me to the cruiser 
Houston that was being repaired in the Brooklyn Navy Yard. 
I went to a few radar schools and one shakedown on the Houston. Then, 
thanks to Truman, the war was over. I mustered out at Jones Beach, NY, and 
returned to Wichita Falls and back to my old job of selling shoes. As time went 








up with five leased departments throughout the state. I sold out in 1985 and 
retired. My wife and I had forty-seven years of happy married life. She died of 
cancer on December 3, 1986. We had no children but adopted both our son and 
daughter as infants. I now have two grandchildren. I have a small farm 45 
minutes from Wichita Falls that I go to when I get bored. I travel a lot and have 
been on a few cruises and island trips. I hunt, fish, play golf, and pat on a few 
widows. I just love being retired! 
 
Ralph Maioli, S1/c 
Johnston, RI 
 
 I was born in Providence, RI. My childhood was during the depression 
in the 1920s and 1930s. The “5 & 10 cent store” time. I completed high school 
in 1942. I entered the Navy in 1942. I enlisted in the regular Navy for six years. 
Boot camp was at Newport, RI. I transferred to Pier 92 Receiving Station at 
New York in 1943. I was transferred to the USS Sable Naval Training Aircraft 
Carrier in Chicago and then transferred to the Receiving Station at Bremerton 
Washington where I was transferred to the USS Abner Read (DD-526). Late in 
1943 we headed out into the Pacific to Hollandia, New Guinea for patrol duty. 
We were out for six or seven months. Lo and behold, R&R in Sydney Australia 
for three weeks to a month! I met my first wife at Bondi Beach in Sydney. I had 
a wonderful time. I loved Australia. 
 Soon the party was over and it was back out to sea and a new operation. 
Our destination was Leyte Gulf, in the Philippines. Before the smoke cleared 
and out of the clear blue, disaster struck and down went the Abner Read in 
November 1944. I was picked up from the water by the USS Pinkney. They 
patched up my neck and shoulder and transferred me to the transport ship 
Lurline. I headed home to Treasure Island in San Francisco With a new issue 
GI clothing and a sea bag, we were heading home with 30 days leave just before 
Christmas.  
 That January at Treasure Island, I was reassigned to the Fred T. Berry, 
a new destroyer. The ship left for its shakedown cruise to Guantanamo Bay 
without me due to medical problems with my eyes. I was sent to Long Beach 
Naval Hospital. While at the hospital the ship received orders out to the Pacific. 
They transferred all my records to the hospital before the left. Three months 
later, with my records, and 30 days sick leave. I was headed back home to 
Rhode Island. Great!  
 In May 1945, I turned into the Fargo Building Receiving Station in 
Boston, MA with my records. That September 1945 I was assigned to the USS 







Helena (CA-75), a heavy cruiser from the Boston Navy Yard. The war with 
Japan was winding down, and shipmates were being discharged from service. 
With only three years in at this point in my life, I still had three remaining years 
to finish my hitch. In November 1945, the Helena was assigned to do a good 
will tour after the war. Beginning in Europe, we went to Plymouth, England, 
Weymouth, England, Edenborough, Scotland, Gibraltar, Naples, Italy, Toulon, 
Piraeus, Port Said, the Suez Canal, Hong Kong, and finally on to Shanghai. 
Here in China is where we stayed and rotted for 1 ½ years.  
 Finally, in April 1947 I was back at my homeport in Long Beach 
California in the Cruiser Division. I sent for and married my first wife from 
Australia. In September 1947 I transferred from the Helena to the USS Iowa 
(BB-61) and spent my past year in the Navy shuttling midshipmen from San 
Francisco to Pearl Harbor. Good duty! I was discharged in September 1948 
from Mare Island, San Francisco. I headed home again. In 1949 I entered the 
New England Conservatory of Music in Boston. In 1952, I graduated and 
played professionally for 30 years, mostly in the New England are. My wife 
and I divorced in 1964. We had two boys and one girl. I remarried in 1966 and 
we have no children. Music has been a big part of my life from the age of 10. 
Musicians who live and stay in New England find the opportunities are very 
scarce and financially, could never make music their main source of income. In 
1954, I worked as a machine shop cutter-grinder, along with music for 30 years. 
I retired from both in 1986 at the age of 62. My wife and I enjoy time-share 
vacations every year, mainly in Florida. Retirement has just set in. Aches and 
pains are greater, but thank the Lord, we keep on trucking.  
 
Paul “Tony” Mangiafico, SM1/c 
New Britain, CT 
 
 I was born on June 29, 1921 at Canicattini Bagni Province of Siracusa, 
Sicily. I migrated to the USA in 1927 and grew up in New Britain, CT which 
was then the hardware city of the world. I was one of four brothers. I enlisted 
at New Haven, CT in November 1938 to see the world. I served three years 
aboard the USS St. Louis (CL-49) as a plank owner. It was the only capitol ship 
to escape Pearl Harbor during the attack on December 7, 1941. I served aboard 
the USS Harris (APA-2) for about one year. We carried troops to the South 
Pacific in early 1942. I took part in the invasion of North African and received 
a unit citation for services on the USS Harris. 
 I transferred to the USS Abner Read (DD-526) as she was being 








charge of C Division. I remained on board until the sinking on November 1, 
1944. When the old man on the bridge said “abandon ship,” Albert Goldblatt, 
now “Gill”, was alongside me and I said, “What the hell are we waiting for? A 
written invitation?” So, over the side we went on the port side. There was a 
lifeboat out there and we made it over to the lifeboat. Being the senior petty 
officer in the boat, I took charge and picked up wounded shipmates until the 
boat was full to capacity. We then headed for the tug in the area and finally 
ended up on the USS Pinkney. We came back with the remainder of the crew 
on the Lurline from Australia. 
 I served about one year at the Advanced Amphibious Training Base 
(AATB) at Coronado, CA. I served on the USS Rankin (AKA-3). In China in 
1946, I had a brief duty aboard the USS Markab as a tender and on the USS 
Neosho, as a tanker. I spent six months in the US Naval Hospital before 
discharge. Like others have said, every time a little noise happened, I was ready 
to jump ten feet. I could never sleep in a darkened room or things like that. From 
the Abner Read there were some colorful characters. One was Glen Generaux. 
Another was Patterson, that little Texan with the fireball, who used to give me 
such a hard time, and a couple of times came just this much from throwing him 
overboard or putting him on report. 
 After I was medically discharged in 1947, I became an automobile 
salesman from which I retired in 1975. I’ve been taking it easy ever since until 
last year, I stuck my nose in politics and was elected alderman. I am presently 
chairman of several city agencies and have a lot of fun shaking up the 
bureaucrats in the establishment. I received my nickname “Tony” aboard the 
St. Louis because I was the only Italian on the bridge. In those days most Italians 
had the name “Anthony,” so because my last name is a tongue twister, they 
called me “Tony” and it stuck with me throughout my time in the Navy. 
Ironically, I have a brother named Anthony and he served in the Asiatic Fleet 
prior to Pearl Harbor. 
 There was an Italian cop, Phil, God rest his soul, who said, “You gotta 
meet this girl. She’s got skin like milk, red hair, and what a shape!” He’d keep 
bragging. But being an old sailor, I was always interested in the shape anyway, 
so we went to this telegraph office and there she was typing away at the 
keyboard. In them days, Western Union was a busy place, while now, they’re 
practically defunct. Anyway, I did date her and then proposed to her. I’ve been 
married to the same woman for forty years. I call her “Cochise,” because she 
thinks she is the chief. The truth is that I am the chief and I have papers to prove 
it! We have four children: Two boys and two girls. We have five grandchildren 
and three great-grandchildren which are all the pride and love of our lives. 







George Walter Mapp, Jr, Lt. 
Accomack, VA 
 
 I was born at Accomack, VA on November 17, 1915 and grew up there. 
After the war I came home to practice law which I am still doing in 1991. I have 
one brother. For patriotic reasons, I enlisted on March 5, 1943 at Norfolk, VA. 
Also, to go into the service prior to the draft. In Norfolk, VA, I was stationed at 
the Navy Supply Depot for approximately two months, then stationed in Hawaii 
for approximately one month before going aboard the Abner Read. I reported 
approximately October 1943 as an ensign. From the date you will notice I was 
not on the Abner Read during the Attu or Kiska experience. 
 On November 1, 1944, I had been relived from my particular station in 
order to work on my report as the supply officer. I was most fortunate for me 
as the officer that took my place was killed by reason of the kamikaze hitting 
my gun station. To abandon ship, I jumped off the bow as it was sinking. In due 
time, I swam to another destroyer. I think it was the Grant. I don’t believe I was 
taken aboard the Pinkney, not unless it was the name of the ship that we were 
on for a few hours that was there to receive the dead from the land action. I got 
back to the states via the Matson Liner, Lurline. Then I was stationed in Boston, 
in charge of ship stores for that Naval District and was discharged January 10, 
1946.  
 I particularly remember Will Potter and Glen Ridge, who were in my 
division. Of course, I remember our captain and commodore, particularly 
because as I was about to jump off the bow of the Read, they were arguing as 
to who should be the last to jump and on quickly being asked my opinion, I said 
that the captain should be the last. With that, the commodore and I both jumped. 
Shortly thereafter, the sailor who we had put in the cage between the two stacks 
for stealing morphine out of our medical kits and had been released at the last 
moment, swam up to me and made an effort to take my life jacket. I still have 
that life jacket after all these years. We had a slight scuffle and finally, he swam 
over to a raft, and I didn’t see him again.  
 I was a lawyer prior to entering the service and I went back to practicing 
law, which I am still doing. As for my family, I was married on November 17, 
1939, which means we have been married 51 years. My wife is a homemaker. 









Luke A. Masterson, Y1/c 
Temple City, CA 
 
I enlisted in the U.S. Navy as yeoman third class, USNR in January, 
1942. I was first assigned to a World War I destroyer called the USS Little. We 
were sunk in a naval battle off Guadalcanal. I was in the water with the rest of 
the crew from 12:00 midnight to 12:00 noon the following day when our aircraft 
spotted us and they sent barges out to pick us up and put us ashore on 
Guadalcanal. From Guadalcanal, I was out aboard the USS William Ward 
Burrows, a transport ship. From this ship, I was transferred to another ship, and 
taken to Australia where I picked up the Lurline, and was taken to Honolulu, 
and then United States. While on leave in San Francisco, I was sent to the 
Bethlehem Steel Works near Hunter’s Point and was assigned to the Abner 
Read. I watched them build the ship and put the engine in. I was also was present 
during the shakedown cruises.  
I stayed aboard the Abner Read the whole time and went through the 
Aleutian Campaign where we had the stern blown up by a mine. From there on 
to Bremerton where they put on a new stern. From there, we went to the south 
Pacific and went through the New Guinea campaign from the south to the north. 
We next invaded Hollandia and from there Halmahera and then the Philippine 
campaign where we got sunk in Leyte Gulf. When I returned to the United 
States, I was ordered to go to Washington, D.C. where I worked at the Bureau 
of Naval Personnel building making new service records for the men. Then I 
was assigned to San Pedro where I worked on Sixth Street giving out maps of 
various harbors, etc. to the merchant marine. Then, in about three months there, 
the war ended and I came home. 
P. Samuel “Sam” McQueen, GM3/c 
Chula Vista, CA 
 
 Although dad told me many times as I was growing up that he found me 
under a hot rock out in the woods, I have a birth certificate saying I was born in 
Pittsburgh on August 2, 1924. Dad was known for his honesty and humor. I am 
the second son, number five of eleven children: Seven boys, and four girls. The 
one-room school at Mars I attended for five years was known as “Monkey 
Patch,” but I’m sure it had some other official designation. The family moved 
again after my fifth grade, and for two years, I went to a big school. It had two 
rooms! A county-wide exam let me skip eighth grade and advance to Mars High 
School. In high school, I assisted the janitor, cleaning the joint for $6 per month. 
I was on the cross-country track team, played right guard on the football team, 







and was sports editor for the school newspaper issued monthly. I was graduated 
from Mars High School in May 1941. 
 On my 1Seventh birthday, I was hired as a boilermaker apprentice at 17 
cents per hour in Pittsburgh in the B&O Railroad repair shops. On December 
8, 1941, the Marine Corps rejected me for “flat feet.” After three months of foot 
therapy and corrective shoes, on Mary 21, the Marine Corps again rejected me 
for “rheumatic heart.” On March 22, the Navy accepted this “fine physical 
specimen,” and ordered me to report to Great Lakes to Recruit Company 245 
on April 10. My company commander, who had been my football coach in 
Mars, PA, cried when he turned the company over to the out-going unit five 
weeks later. I remained in Great Lakes four months, attending gunner’s mate 
school, and getting acquainted with Racine and Milwaukee on my 12 hours of 
liberty per week. Since I never got caught, the weekends “over the hill” don’t 
count. At the end of September, I was transferred to the Naval Gun Factory in 
Washington, D.C. for two months of advanced gunner’s mate school. In January 
1943, I reported to Treasure Island, San Francisco for further assignment to the 
pre-commissioning crew of the USS Abner Read (DD-526) being built in the 
Bethlehem Steel shipyard near Hunters Point, San Francisco. I was already a 
seaman first class, and had never seen a ship, much less swabbed a deck or 
painted a bulkhead. But, after 15 months of frustration, I was finally on the 
verge of getting out there and fighting the Japs. This Pennsylvania hillbilly was 
really on the verge of several rude awakenings.  
 The profound thrill of clearing San Francisco Bay out under the Golden 
Gate Bridge was soon cured by the abject misery of three days of seasickness. 
Did you know our first lieutenant, now Admiral Hoeffer, helped string the high 
cables for the bridge? At first, I was afraid I was going to die, and then afraid I 
wasn’t. “Hey Kid! If you feel hair in your throat, swallow fast because you’re 
turning inside out.” That’s the cleaned-up version. Those old salts who didn’t 
get seasick had no mercy for those boots who did. Guess I never got to be an 
old salt. Eighteen years later, coming into San Diego on a DE to be transferred 
for retirement, I was seasick for the final time . . . I hope. 
 There are lots of memories, good and bad, funny and sad, connected to 
the Abner Read. On our first firing practice of San Clemente Island, we fired at 
a sled towed by a tug at the end of a 2,000-foot cable. As I recall, we only had 
63 sailors of the 300 in the crew who had ever been to sea before. About 55 of 
the 63 were survivors of other destroyers lost in action: The Porter, the O’Brien, 
the Tucker, and the Blue. When our green crew put air bursts over the tug, its 
skipper radioed that he was returning to San Diego forthwith before we attacked 








 My first time ashore in San Diego, it seemed lower Broadway was in 
heavy weather, and not being able to find the sidewalk with my feet, I learned 
why sailors are said to roll as they walk. I learned a few other things too. Like 
you should be careful which shipmates you associate with on the beach. Sitting 
in Bradley’s with a group including “Shifty” Evans, we were pestered by a 
woman wanting to take our pictures for a price. Shifty had come out of the 
Asiatic fleet and, with only 12 years in the Navy, was “already” a seaman first 
class. Eventually “’Ole’ Shifty” threw a handful of money at her, grabbed the 
lady’s camera, threw it on deck, and stomped it into a hundred pieces! At that 
point, I learned you don’t hang around to see what will happen when a lady 
starts screaming “Shore Patrol!” As the group scattered, my cross-country 
training at Mars High was put to good use. 
 About two months after putting the air bursts over the tug off San 
Clemente, that green crew was giving fire support to the Army in the invasion 
of Attu. Apparently, the crew had learned in the meantime. We were doing 
reverse slope firing, which is the most difficult kind to do well, with extreme 
accuracy. We expended all our 5-inch ammunition. The Pennsylvania killed 55 
men in a turret explosion there. Since the Abner Read had been added to the 
invasion force at Cold Bay without being assigned to supply ships, we were 
assigned to escort the crippled wagon back to Juan de Fuca Straights, the 
entrance to Seattle, and proceed alone to San Francisco or San Diego. Imagine 
how sailors corrupted that name! We left Attu with no main battery ammunition 
and almost no food. A day or so later, in the vicinity of the International Date 
Line, we went to battle stations. We were facing half a Jap fleet of wagons, 
cruisers, and cans with just one American can and a crippled wagon! Well, it 
wasn’t a Jap fleet. It was American that, because of the International Date Line, 
was using different challenge and recognition signals which changed daily. We 
were using different dates. By the time we left the Pennsylvania entering Juan 
de Fuca Straits, our food was down to chili and rice three times a day. 
Some wise guy estimated that there was an average weight loss of 
twelve pounds per sailor on that Attu adventure. My memory fails me as to 
whether we went to ‘Frisco or ‘Diego that time, but I can still see the mountain 
of mail and two mountains of food on the dock when we tied up. It was the only 
time in my entire naval career that I saw the mail ignored and officers joining 
the crew to carry food aboard. We were hungry! 
 Back in the Aleutians, we went through the Battle of the Phantoms. 
Operating with battle wagons and cruisers, the Abner Read was sent off to 
investigate a radar contact in the heavy fog. Finding nothing, we started to rejoin 
the group at high speed. Later events suggest the contact was Jap subs 







evacuating Kiska. Suddenly cruiser fire was splashing around us and battle 
wagon fire was rumbling overhead. Abner Read had become the target! Before 
screams over the voice radio halted the firing, this Pennsylvania hillbilly had 
been scared out of about two years growth.  
 At Kiska, I was in watch-one, bunked just forward of the mess hall. Off 
watch at midnight, I woke up and looked at my watch at about 1:45 A.M. With 
dawn, general quarters some hours away, I snuggled down and was half asleep 
when one hell of a jar hit the ship. In a flash I was on deck with “Poncho” 
Vasquez, a Porter survivor, from the middle bunk and Gus Griffin, a Chicago 
survivor, from the top bunk beside me. Topside, I soon learned the stern was 
blown off. I helped carry one oil-soaked shipmate, Jimmy Griffin, I believe, up 
to the ward room to the emergency first aid station. Convinced the Abner Read 
would soon sink, I went down to my locker to pack and save what I could of 
my gear. I abandoned the idea in humiliated embarrassment when a fireman 
came through the compartment and sneered at my being chicken. 
 In the following weeks, I recall being anchored in the lee of a very rocky 
island waiting for a storm to blow over as the anchor dragged. Strange that I 
don’t remember the dry dock, but I do remember the PX type operation where 
they sold beers two at a time for an hour each afternoon. While sales went on, 
we went back, time after time, to stock a 4x4 table full. When sales stopped, the 
group got serious about drinking it all before they threw us out. There was a 
civilian bar somewhere around there too, where you stood in line to go in, pay 
a dollar, pick up a shot glass of whiskey, drink it as you traveled the length of 
the bar, set the glass down, and went out the other door to rejoin the “in” line. I 
believe my pay was clear up to $54 a month then, so I hit the shot line only once 
for the experience. 
 I guess it was in Dutch Harbor too, where the gunnery officer and I took 
100 oil-soaked VT fused 5-inch projectiles from the No. 4 magazine to the main 
deck while the rest of the crew stayed forward in case we exploded one. At that 
time, the VT fuse characteristics were secret and a mystery to fleet personnel. 
I’m still trying to figure out whether Lt. Hoffman considered me the most 
reliable or the most expendable of the gunner’s mates. Considering he put me 
on report a year later for insubordination (a bum rap of course), I suspect I was 
the “most expendable.” 
 Dutch Harbor trimmed our stern and braced the exposed bulkheads to 
keep following seas from smashing them in. They also gave us a temporary 
rudder operated by four chain falls from the main deck and 01 level. Then we 
were under town across the very rough Gulf of Alaska as the deck force 








supposedly to give us more stability, but more likely to keep the sailors too busy 
to worry about sinking. I suspect very few of the 125-man skeleton crew aboard 
were sure we’d make it to Sitka, our next stop. Only 45 years later did I learn 
that at times, the tug crew was standing by to chop the tow line as it threatened 
to capsize them. That would have sent us to Davy Jones’ Locker for sure. 
 It was great to get into Sitka Harbor and get a respite from the fear of 
sinking and constant pitching, rolling, jerking, and shuddering in rough weather 
under tow. Liberty? Only a few were curious enough to go ashore that first day 
to see what we thought was an Indian village and a small Army post. When that 
shore boat came back three hours later with half the liberty party too drunk to 
stand, or passed out, and the other half staging a miniature riot threatening to 
capsize the boat, all hands wanted liberty the next day. We found the houses in 
Sitka very attractive and the bars plentiful. I guess we gave the Army MP’s and 
boat pool coxswains fits, because the commandant of the port told our captain, 
“Old Whiskey” Bill Burrowes, “Keep your crew aboard!” on our third day in 
port. Guess it upset “Whiskey Bill” a bit. He posted sentries topside with orders 
to fire warning shots at any harbor craft that came close. Seems our battle 
damage suddenly became top secret and none of the sight seers were cleared 
for it.  
 Fortunately, before shooting any of the local residents, we were under 
tow the next day, finding smooth water, safety from the Japs, and beautiful 
scenery as we slid down the Inland Passage. Next stop: Bremerton. It was early 
October, almost two months since the stern had been blown off. The beard I 
had been trying so hard to grow for months in the Aleutians was a casualty of 
the ridicule of the members of the crew who didn’t ride the Read back from 
Kiska. With so much damage to be repaired and rebuilt, it was the consensus of 
the crew that we’d spend Christmas in Bremerton. We were ready for sea trials 
in 30 days. Damn such efficient shipyard workers. Considering our first six 
months at sea, most of the crew had little expectation of surviving to the end of 
the war, so the attitude was sort of “live it up while you’re alive.”  
Probably many of the battles of Bremerton are best left untold. The ship 
had to provide one man for shore patrol each night. Part of the time, Poltrock 
and I were taking SP duty on alternate nights. Drinks were free when you were 
on SP, and also strictly against regulations. Washington had some funny laws 
to ration liquor to something like a fifth week. You had to buy a ration card. No 
self-respecting sailor had less than seven cards, though the law said one per 
adult. Luke Masterson and I made a couple of liberties together and managed 
to get involved with the police one night. I don’t know if the car belonged to 
Luke or one of the girls. I’m sure we didn’t “borrow” it from persons unknown. 







Chief Hill proved to be an understanding guy when I fell into his booth in the 
crow’s nest (slightly inebriated) late one night. With my legitimate ID card in 
his locker, he knew I was AWOL. Next morning at quarters, he took me aside 
to tell me to be very sure the next time I was over the hill, not to see him. 
Then there was the evening the bar maids in Craven Center joined the 
remnants of the Abner Read crew in a brawl with a cruiser crew. Wasn’t that 
the Wichita? One night on shore patrol, I arrested Inskeep and King, two 
marines who were harassing a barmaid. Their attempt to work me over with 
leather belts with sharpened buckles failed. Who had duty on the base gate next 
evening as I went on liberty? Inskeep and King didn’t recognize me, but I sure 
knew them. I hadn’t sampled much of the free to SPs liquor the evening before. 
Somewhere along in there, I got my first leave since the end of boot camp and 
took the train back to see that the hills of Pennsylvania were still there. I gave 
my skivvy shirts to some girl on the train who had no spare diapers for her baby. 
I got stranded out of uniform in Minneapolis when a drunken station master 
failed to tell us the train, with my sea bag on it, was reloading and leaving for 
Seattle. A wild ride in a taxi, commandeered with an old couple still in it, caught 
the train in a switching yard at the edge of town. Never did find out if the old 
couple survived the ride. Seems an awful lot happened in Bremerton in the short 
time we were there. I even took the ferry to Seattle twice. 
By Christmas time, we were in ‘Frisco. Luke Masterson invited me to 
his mother’s house for Christmas dinner. I managed to humiliate and embarrass 
myself by getting too drunk and sick to share the dinner with the houseful of 
guests. We spent some time in the Hunters Point dry dock. As I was returning 
from liberty one morning at 6 a.m., I was dead tired and my uniform was a 
shameful mess, so I slumped down, hiding my face, and pretending to be asleep 
on the street car. Then a tremendous crash and jar, people screaming, bell 
clanging, and the street car running down the hill, finally stopping on its own at 
the bottom. Sorta dazed, I’m looking at a 4” shard of window glass protruding 
from the side of my left knee. A Navy bus had broadsided us at an intersection. 
An ambulance took the two casualties, a Polish-speaking woman off the bus, 
and me, to the downtown emergency room. Eventually, the doctor understood 
the woman. She thought she had swallowed her false teeth in the crash! I never 
learned whether she had or not. I was well over leave by the time the shore 
patrol escorted me over the long brow to the ship in dry dock. Knowing I was 
in the clear, I had asked them to handcuff me, but they wouldn’t do it. Knowing 
how it appeared, I crept over that 50’ brown like a beat dog. I’m sure the officer 
of the deck, who shall remain nameless here, was disappointed at the shore 








day and partied ashore all night. I think the gunnery officer had something to 
do with ending that little vacation and restoring me to duty. 
And then, we started training crews waiting for their new destroyers to 
be completed at Bethlehem Steel. With half the Abner Read crew temporarily 
on Treasure Island going to school or whatever, the rest of us loaded a new 
batch of would-be destroyer men every Monday morning, and went to sea. After 
a weekend drunk, if I wasn’t already seasick, I would be as soon as I had to go 
below where the trainees were laying in their bunks and vomiting on deck, 
already sick of the sea. The vomit sloshing back and forth in the passage ways 
was enough to make the saltiest sailor sick, even without the hangover. After 
several weeks of that, most of us were glad to get the rest of the crew back 
aboard and head for the warzone. I had stitches in my right brow where Brumet 
had given me a “boxing lesson.” Officially, I had run into a lowered gun barrel.  
Crossing the equator, the shellbacks were badly outnumbered. The less 
said about the two weeks in Sydney, the better. There was the gunnery division 
beach party in Milne Bay where we were awarded for buying the most war 
bonds. There was lots of beer and a softball game. Lt. Hoffman rounded third 
and slid into a mud puddle. Herman Jones, normally a very regulation soldier, 
was playing third base. He sat on him, pounding the Lt’s chest with the ball, 
and laughing like a maniac. On the way back to the dock, someone tried to 
“borrow” an Australian Army messenger’s motorcycle. Luckily, we couldn’t 
get it started. Milne Bay, New Guinea was an Australian port. At the dock there 
was no boat to take us back to the ship which was in dry dock where they were 
repairing the screws damaged when we ran aground at Buna. Brumet, a striker, 
climbed up on a pontoon barge equipped with a donkey engine, declaring he’d 
take us back to the ship on it even though it was high and dry at low tide. Pulling 
my third class rate on Dean, I ordered him off the barge. He jumped off and 
proceeded to give me another boxing lesson, this time laying open my left 
eyebrow.  
Ringgold, GM2/c, couldn’t see a striker punching a petty officer, so he 
came to my defense and the riot was on. Since we staged this brawl across the 
road from the Aussi commandant of the port’s office, a goodly number of us 
were very shortly being guarded in the local stockade. Being very violent 
characters, each of us had his own locked chicken wire cage with an empty cage 
between each pair. With the exercise over, being shipmates, we were all good 
friends, exchanging compliments on the cuts, contusions, and bruises received. 
This seemed to puzzle the several brig guards assigned to control us. After our 
skipper apologized to the Aussi commandant for the behavior of his crew, we 
were sprung. We sobered up by the time we got to the ship. We weren’t the 







jovial crew we had been in the brig. We sorta sneaked aboard, hoping, in vain 
of course, that nobody would notice us. Run aground and brawls in port! No 
wonder we were assigned to run with the Aussi cruisers much of the time.  
And so, on to Leyte Gulf in mid-October where we missed the surface 
battle and shore bombardment because we were assigned to guard MacArthur’s 
cruiser. Every time there was a suspicion of enemy air craft in the area, it was 
full speed out of there for Mac’s cruiser with “Lil’ Abner” protecting his flank. 
The morning of November first, the Claxton was disabled by a kamikaze hit in 
the stern. Shortly after noon, Abner Read, assigned to protect the Claxton, went 
to battle stations. Shortly after, I buckled myself into the after 20mm on the port 
side. My loader, peering under the aft torpedo tubes to see the firing to starboard 
yelled, “It’s going to hit us!” Almost immediately, we were engulfed in flames. 
Stunned, I heard somebody shout, “Let’s get out of here!” With fire in every 
direction, I backed through the heavy strap holding me to the gun, jumped on a 
ready box, and over the side, bumping my arm on the way and immediately 
regretted my haste. 
By the time the fantail cleared me, I realized I was in big trouble: Poor 
swimmer, no life jacket, heavy work shoes, left arm broken (really it was just 
shrapnel, not broken), and abandoned ship without orders. The laced-up shoes 
soon stretched enough to be forced off, followed by my dungarees weighted 
down with a pocket of Aussi coins. There was shrapnel from anti-aircraft bursts 
splashing nearby. Just when I was getting too tired to dog paddle anymore, an 
inflated mattress cover floated by. I threw my arm across it. It immediately lost 
its bubble of air and sank and this boy almost panicked. Just as I was trying to 
convince myself I couldn’t do this to my family, Robert Brewer showed up and 
towed me to an empty 40mm can supporting two other men, but three was its 
limit. Brewer and the others, I can’t recall who they were, took turns swimming 
and being supported by the ammo can. When I tried to take my turn swimming, 
they yanked me back to the can, apparently thinking I was trying to quit since 
my burned face and arms probably looked pretty bad.  
Shortly, a whaleboat from the Leary, I think, came up, picked us up, and 
put us up over the screw guard on the Claxton. Every time they had touched me 
to yank me back to the ammo can, pull me into the boat, or haul me aboard the 
Claxton, I was certain they were scraping the burned flesh off my arms or back. 
Several of us were put in the engineering officer’s stateroom to wait our turn 
with the corpsman. That gentleman put his head in the hatch, and noticing our 
various stages of nudity, (I wore only my skivvy shorts, class ring, and 








appropriated his house slippers which were still my “dress shoes” when the 
Purple Heart was hung on me in New Caledonia weeks later.  
Very shortly, I went topside to find a blower to cool the body. As I 
stumbled around, I saw Jimmy Griffin on a stretcher, unconscious, and the 
thought hit me: “The poor bastard caught it again!” I saw the Abner Read a few 
hundred yards away, capsized with several men standing on its bottom just 
before it went down, or is that a piece of a weird nightmare? Eventually I was 
escorted into the wardroom first aid station and the lights went out. It was 
almost dark when I came to in a boat, hoisted to the rail of the Pinkney, hearing 
orders to climb aboard. The lights went out again, and I woke up in a ward of 
about forty men below decks. The next day, I met Lt. Hoffman in a passageway. 
He looked through me with no sign of recognition. The day after, I found 
“Dapper Dan” Brumwell, gunner’s mate, second class, topside, and dictated a 
letter to my mother. It was well that I did, for by the time she got it, the Navy 
had notified her that her No. 2 son was gone. 
After a couple of weeks, the Pinkney deposited me and several other 
Abner Read sailors in the hospital, MOB5, near Nouméa, New Caledonia. In 
early December, I got my first liberty out of the hospital to visit Nouméa. 
Returning to the ward early in the evening with a skinfull of French wine, I 
made a pass at the Navy nurse and was transferred to the receiving station the 
next day. A week later, I was on a troop transport and made liberty out of 
Treasure Island, the last day of 1944. Thirty-six days later, after 30 days 
survivor’s leave on which my dad asked who the hell I was when I walked in 
his door, and I went to general quarters when the early Sunday morning church 
bells woke me, I was headed for Pearl Harbor at flank speed on the USS Bullard 
(DD-660), headed for the Okinawa operation. I was carrying a useless left hand 
and a full load of self-pity. I was certain, wrongly so, that I was the first and 
almost the only Read survivor to go back to sea. My new ship spent only enough 
time in Pearl to refuel. I’m convinced they sent me to the supply depot for 
magazine thermometers only so they could “accidentally” leave me behind. I 
caught up with the ship underway going out the channel.  
The landings on Okinawa were made April first. The night of March 19, 
Bullard was alongside the carrier Franklin fighting her fires resulting from 
kamikaze hits that day. We were just over the horizon from Japan. Except for a 
two-week retreat to the Philippines in June, Bullard spent the rest of the war in 
the pure hell of the Okinawa picket line. In late March, we shot down a torpedo 
plane coming in almost dead astern. The fireball rolling end over end missed us 
by twenty yards. Oh God! Not a repeat of November first. Being on the fantail 
twenties, every round out of the 5-inch was like a sledge hammer blow on my 







helmet. My nose was bleeding so badly they thought I had been hit. I was 
transferred to the 5-inch, No. 2. The next week, the Kidd on our starboard 
quarter, laid a line of 20mm down the back of No. 1, firing at a kamikaze trying 
to hit us from the port bow. Had those rounds penetrated, I would have lost at 
least my right arm. The Kidd’s WWII career was ended by a kamikaze a week 
later. We couldn’t protect her all the time. Later, a kamikaze had us dead to 
rights, stood on its starboard wing just short of impact and slid through the gap 
between No. 3 and No. 4-5. Even with No. 3 pointed at the beam, that’s not 
possible, but it happened. One long, long, hairy afternoon, 65 kamikazes were 
splashed within sight of the Bullard. 
My minority enlistment ended August 2, 1945. Knowing that invading 
Japan would make the war last another year, that I probably wouldn’t survive, 
and wanting to send the $100 shipping-over bonus home, I extended my 
enlistment two years on August 1. The atomic bomb was dropped on Japan a 
week later. Another week later, Halsey, by radio, announced to the fleet that the 
war was over and, as he spoke, we shot down the final kamikaze of the war. 
Before August ended, we had weathered a typhoon in the China Sea as part of 
a task force which also destroyed 88 floating mines. Put ashore in the tent city 
receiving station at Buckner Bay, I went through another hairy two week long 
starving time before catching a jeep carrier outfitted as part of the “magic 
carpet” for transportation to ‘Frisco and re-enlistment leave. I slept an average 
of 20 hours a day on that cruise and didn’t shut my eyes for the next four days 
after kissing the dock in San Francisco “Poncho” Vasquez threw a party for me 
in San Jose. 
I spent November and December 1945 hiding in the hills of 
Pennsylvania, falling apart, and getting fat on mom’s cooking. I had a helluva 
time getting my uniform on to report to the recruiting station when my leave 
expired. I drove that chief in charge of the draft going to the west coast berserk 
by bailing out for a bottle every time the train hesitated at a station. He wrote 
me up four times for missing the train before we got to Oakland, but I fooled 
him and caught the tail end care on the move every time. 
After a month at Shoemaker, a huge receiving station 30 or 40 miles out 
of Oakland which no longer exists, I caught a wooden-hulled rat-infested sub 
chaser bound out of ‘Frisco for Seattle for decommissioning. A shipmate 
introduced me to his sister. Between liberties there were fun moments in the 
decommissioning. Like firing signal flares over Lake Union which got the 
immediate attention of a four-striper in a speed boat from a transport anchored 
in the middle of the lake. Of course, I knew nothing about all the flares when 








ammo depot, was going to have apoplexy when we caught me off-loading depth 
charge boosters with detonators still in place. Hell, on a real ship (destroyer that 
is) the depth charges are the torpedoman’s baby and this gunners mate knew 
next to nothing about them and never did find an instruction manual aboard. 
After some rather profane instruction from the warrant, it was our skipper’s turn 
to have apoplexy when he was ordered “out in the stream” until the detonators 
were removed and made safe in their sexy little cork-linked boxes. Somehow, 
the carbines and other small arms kept disappearing with every liberty call. 
Nothing was locked up. No locks. 
I went from the sub chaser to Sand Island Receiving Station where they 
promptly lost me from their files, three times. I swear I had nothing to do with 
getting lost, but I didn’t mind. I was dating my future wife and had more liberty 
than money. On June 1, I was assigned to permanent shore patrol (a cop!) in 
Yokohama, Japan where I lived with the U.S. Army and worked with Naval 
Intelligence, a black military police company, a white military police company, 
and the Japanese police. I was part of the occupational forces. The adventures 
there would fill a book but best be left untold here. By the end of my four or 
five months in Yokohama, before being transferred to Yokosuka, I had been 
assaulted, learned to drive, threatened with death, been a star witness in a 
general court martial, accused of manslaughter, trained in martial arts by 
Japanese police, and decided to quit drinking. The problems all came from 
Americans. The Japanese were very cooperative, even friendly. I completed the 
year in Yokosuka working with a Marine MP company, and learned that even 
marines can be good people. In June of 1947, I returned to the states for terminal 
leave and discharge.  
On July 5, I returned to my old boilermaker apprentice job on the B&O 
Railroad, living with my parents back in the hills north of Pittsburgh. My 
discharge was mailed to me in late August. I was a misfit. Boiler making is 
often heavy work and my left hand couldn’t take it. I couldn’t stand the 4Fs and 
draft-dodgers I worked with. I had no social life. I had been away too long. A 
light case of malaria came at the same time as my mailed discharge. I packed 
my sea bag and started hitch-hiking. Eighty-nine days later, I re-enlisted in 
Omaha to be sent to San Francisco, then Long Beach to report to the USS 
Helena (CA-75).  
I had found a home. The Helena took me into every port in Japan to 
Manila, Hong Kong, Shanghai, and Qingdao. She even took me to Seattle where 
a five-cent phone call put me back in contact with my girl. On June 10, 1950, 
the Helena returned to Long Beach after nine months in the west Pacific. The 
first night I stood by for a married man; the second night I had duty; the third 







night I went ashore and lost my ID over the side as I displayed it to the officer 
of the deck on returning to the ship. Automatic two weeks restriction. It didn’t 
matter because by the fifth night, there had been an emergency recall of all 
hands-on leave and we were making flank speed for the Korean War. By May 
of 1951, I had a bellyful of war and requested instructor duty in Pearl. A week 
after I transferred, the Helena took two 8” hits from a North Korean shore 
battery. 
 I went from Korea to Pearl Harbor by way of Seattle where I married 
my wife on June 8. On June 10, I was pulled over by a Seattle cop: Robert 
Poltrock of the Abner Read crew! I reported to the fleet gunnery school in Pearl 
Harbor in July 1951. My wife followed a month later. Our daughter was born 
there in 1954. Besides being an instructor in gunnery, I was a bus driver. The 
buses were tractor-trailers with the trailers converted to carry 65 seated 
passengers and about twice that when they were hanging off the steps and out 
the rider. Shortly before my daughter was born, I ran over a motorcycle rider. I 
was framed. The civilian court suspended my civilian driver’s license since they 
had no authority over my Navy truck driver’s license. I couldn’t drive my car, 
but I could still drive the truck that had squashed the motorcycle. Actually, the 
cycle hit me and jammed under the semi. The rider wasn’t seriously injured. 
The prosecutor in that case was later the first US Senator from Hawaii which 
was then still a territory. 
 From Honolulu to Washington D.C. for gunner’s mate school then to 
the USS Hornet (CVA-12). The worst duty ever. One west pacific cruise proved 
that the air group were elite and the ship’s company were inconsequential 
peons. I couldn’t get transferred fast enough. I had established my family in 
Chula Vista in January 1955 when I reported to the Hornet. I requested my first 
shore duty and transferred to fleet gunnery school in San Diego where I spent 
three years getting civilized again after thirteen years of sea duty. I even got an 
evening job selling Cutco cutlery door-to door. Our son was born in January 
1956 as I was being transferred from the Hornet. I left fleet gunnery school as 
a gunner’s mate, first class, and reported to the USS Tingey (DD-539) as chief 
gunner’s mate. Already chief, and I had only seventeen years in. Ha! 
 The Tingey was a reserve training ship based in San Diego with a 
skeleton crew of regular Navy people. The duty was much like that the Abner 
Read had in San Francisco training and pre-commissioning crews but the 
reserves stayed aboard two weeks. After a year, I was transferred to the USS 
Evans (DE-1023). A few months with Lieutenant Kosmela, the exec, convinced 
me I’d better retire soon if I wanted to do so as a chief instead of a seaman. I 
transferred to the Fleet Reserve, that’s Navy talk for retiring, on February 20, 
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1961. I had credit for serving twenty years, though my actual time in the Navy 
was closer to 18 ½ years.  
In going through the procedure for retirement, I learned much to my 
surprise, that I was still eligible for college under the WWII G.I. Bill. I worked 
at Convair as an aircraft assembler, but when the federal retraining funds to 
Convair ended, so did my job. About then, I enrolled in San Diego State as a 
freshman and started getting $120 per month under the GI Bill, and I got on as 
an assembler at Rohr Aircraft working nights. I was almost 37. Four years later, 
fifty pounds lighter, and very little wiser, I completed the five years of college 
required for a California teaching credential. I quit Rohr. I’d been laid off about 
50% of the four years anyhow, and got a job teaching English and social studies 
in Memorial Jr. High in the ghetto area of San Diego Unified School District. 
Starting my 2third year there, I looked at the incompetent egomaniac in the 
principal’s office and I decided I could either retire, or punch him in the mouth 
and get fired. Honest folks, I did respect and get along with almost all of the 
officers and administrators I served under. I retired again at the end of the first 
report card period November 1, 1988, exactly 44 years after leaving the Abner 
Read. The physical scars of World War II are hard to see, but I was surprised 
to learn as I wrote this that some of the mental scars are still there. 
Lloyd A. Megee, CEM 
Port Orchard, WA 
I was born on a farm just out of a little town in Arkansas called Crossett, 
with a population now of about 4,000. Then, maybe 800-900 on March 16, 
1921. I finished ten grades of school and joined the Navy on August 12, 1938. 
I was in the CCC for six months prior to that, at Camp 4411, Pinto Lake, CA, 
just out of Watsonville. Then 30 days in an outfit called the Civilian Military 
Training Corps (CMTC) at Fort Crockett, in Galveston, TX. That was enough 
to convince me I didn’t want any part of the Army. Incidentally, Fort Crockett 
was headquarters battery for the 6ninth Coast Artillery. The gun emplacements 
are still there on the beach at Galveston.  
I went through boot camp at San Diego. Also, a Class A school there for 
16 weeks in gunnery. I was assigned to the USS Shaw (DD-373) on April 15, 
1939 in San Diego, and in 1940, we went to war games in Hawaii and never 
came back. We made trips to New Zealand, Samoa, Tahiti, Guam, Johnson 
Island, Wake, Palmyra, Christmas, and all other Hawaiian Islands, Midway, etc. 
We were hit by three bombs in the second wage of bombers on 
December 7, 1941 at about 0845. One hit the starboard wing mess hall, one hit 







the port wing of the bridge, and the big one went through the ship and exploded 
in the drydock. We were in a floating drydock on blocks. All we had to shoot 
with was two .50-cal. machine guns aft and two .50-cal machine guns forward. 
We were on the drydock wingwalls shooting at plains with rifles, Browning 
automatics, Thompson submachine guns, anything that would shoot. 
 The gunner’s mates had set up a belt loading line in the starboard wing 
mess hall, and when a belt was ready, someone would take it to the guns. I was 
taking one to the after machine guns when we were hit. We lost most of our 
men in the mess hall. Lost 29 out of a crew of 125, about thirty more were 
wounded. We abandoned ship before it blew up. Couldn’t fight the fire, no 
water pressure at all. We reported in the fleet post office close to the sub base. 
We were strafed several times on the way there, but no one was hit. 
 I caught a 50’ motor launch at Merry Point, the sub base, about 11:00 
a.m. I went to the USS Whitney, a destroyer tender. There were five destroyers 
tied up alongside and undergoing a two-week overhaul. It was my choice so I 
went aboard the USS Tucker (DD-374), the only one that was sunk out of those 
five, and helped put it back together. We got underway about 5:00 that 
afternoon and they wouldn’t let us out of the harbor. We had to tie up next to 
the old coaling dock at Hickam Field all night. They let us out the next morning. 
We helped shoot down a couple of planes from the Enterprise that came in that 
night. Everyone in the harbor opened up on them. 
 We patrolled around Pearl for three weeks, only coming in for supplies. 
Four destroyers, Tucker, being one, escorted the Pennsylvania, Tennessee, and 
Maryland, back to the states for repair. We sent into ‘Frisco with the 
Pennsylvania and the others went to Bremerton. We stayed at Vallejo about a 
week. They put six 20mm and four K guns on board and took our No. 3, 5-inch 
off, and we left. We took a convoy from ‘Frisco to Los Angeles with one other 
tin can, and then on to Hawaii. Convoy speed was 4 knots. It took 21 days to 
go 2200 miles. It was quite an experience. We had a little sub trouble, but 
nothing serious.  
 When we got to Pearl, we took the USS Wright, a seaplane tender, and 
went all the way to Perth, West Australia, via Samoa, Fiji, Nouméa, Sydney, 
and the on to Perth. We got there just as what was left of the Asiatic fleet got 
there. They thought we were a cruiser, never having seen a tin can other than 
four-pipers. We went back to New Zealand and operated out of Auckland, 
escorting convoys to Fiji, Samoa, Nouméa, and Cook Islands. We went with 
the Guadalcanal invasion fleet and on the way, we were detached to escort a 
Luckenbach ship into Espiritu Santo, New Hebrides. On the way in, we hit a 








in about an hour and the bow drifted off, and eventually, the guns were salvaged 
from it. 
 We lost six men killed in the fireroom and about ten wounded from the 
blast with broken legs and backs. The Luckenbach ship fled in a couple of 
hours. A seaplane landed and picked up the wounded. He made two or three 
trips before he got them all. I had just gotten off watch at 8:00 a.m. and was 
taking a shower aft. I didn’t finish my shower. We were hit around 9:00 a.m. A 
French plantation owner and his daughter rowed out to us and talked to us, but 
there was nothing they could do. There were over 200 of us in the water. About 
ten or twelve hours after we sank, a PC came out and picked us up. It took us 
to the USS Curtiss, a seaplane tender. Then we went ashore and lived in tents 
for about two weeks. We bathed in the ocean and ate two meals a day. Then 
they moved us on to a liberty ship, the James Russell Lowell, and down to Efate, 
New Hebrides. We stayed there six weeks and then boarded the USS Long 
Island (CVE-1). We went nonstop to San Diego. Eighteen scary days. We had 
no escort and the ship could only do about 19 knots. We had one 3” gun and 
four 20mm guns.  
After survivors’ leave, I and Red Whitlock, both of us electrician’s 
mates, first class, were assigned to the USS Abner Read (DD-526) at Bethlehem 
Steel in San Francisco We reported in about the middle of November 1942 to 
Lieutenant Commander J.H. Brown, who had been an engineering officer on 
the Shaw. The Abner Read was just a hull and deck houses, no guns, nothing 
else, when I first saw it. Red and I had little to do so we were assigned to 
inspector duty. We were inspectors on some British CVE that they were 
building at Bethlehem at that time. One I remember well, was the HMS 
Avenger. It made quite a name as part of the hunter-killer group in the North 
Atlantic, but was eventually sunk by the subs it was hunting. 
I got married while waiting on the Abner Read. My wife and I were 
married on December 1, 1942 at St. Peter’s by the Golden Gate. Red and his 
wife were best man and matron of honor at our wedding. The Abner Read was 
commissioned February 5, 1943 and its first action was on May 5, 1943 with 
the invasion of Attu. We were fire control ship for two days after it was over. I 
remember powder cases and empty shell cases two feet deep all over the ship. 
Great job done ashore by Charlie Four our spotter. We brought the Nassau 
(CVE) back to the states and got to stay about a week after that, then it was back 
to the Aleutians. We patrolled from Kiska to the Commander Islands to the 
Pribilof Islands. I remember one day in the Bering Sea, there were whales in 
every direction you looked, all day long. 







 I remember the Battle of the Phantoms on July 28, 1943. The BBs 
opened up with their guns and sent us in on a torpedo run, but when we got 
there, there was nothing. The next night, Tokyo Rose was on the air saying the 
Americans had a big battle and sunk their own ships. There was nothing in their 
records after the war about that, but it’s strange that that is the night they claim 
they evacuated their troops from Kiska. We made at least one bombardment of 
Kiska at that time, but my memory is a little hazy about more than one. Then 
the landings at Kiska, and again we were fire support ship close in, August 15, 
1943. Nothing, just patrol back and forth.  
 Early morning on August 18, 1943, a terrific blast hit Abner Read 
portside on the stern about 0100. The sleeping compartments were full of men 
and when it was all over, we had list 71 of our shipmates along with 88 feet of 
the stern. Officially, it was a mine, but my opinion is that it was one of the Jap 
long lance torpedoes. Their fish were electric, they weren’t as noisy as ours 
were, and they were fast, and I believe we were hit by one. We had a lot of 
casualties that aren’t on the casualty lists. I remember my chief electrician 
couldn’t sleep, and couldn’t stop unless sedated. I remember a fireman in the 
engine room that slowed down. It took several minutes for a question to get 
through and be answered. I lost my friend, Red Whitlock. He and I had gone 
through one together and his wife and my wife had adjoining apartments in 
‘Frisco I had to take that back to her and it’s never easy. We kept in touch over 
the years until she died about five years ago. She finally remarried, but it was 
at least fifteen years before she did. 
 We were towed back to Bremerton, arrived there October 7, and there’s 
the stern in the drydock waiting for us. In two months, we were repaired and 
gone. We left there December 5, 1943, and shook it down again out of San 
Francisco. We left there for Honolulu, stayed there a week or two, and then 
went out and got into the invasion of Kwajalein. I remember the BB standing 
in close to shoot point blank. We went into Roi, that’s where the radio tower 
was still standing with a leg shot off. After that we went to Manus, Admiralty 
Islands, to join the rest of our squadron: USS Abner Read (DD-526), USS 
Ammen, (DD-527), USS Mullany, (DD-528) and the USS Bush, (DD-529). I 
don’t remember the squadron number, but it could be found somewhere. 
 I don’t remember exactly all the dates, but we took part in the invasion 
of Hollandia, Aitape, Tane Merah, Biak, Boemfor, Cape Amsterdam, Behera, 
and finally Leyte Gulf. We made many raids into Wewak and Hansa Ba, Sarmi, 
Wakde, sometimes daytime, sometimes night. On most invasions, we drew 
choice duty. We were part of the escort for the USS Nashville, McArthur’s 








out for escort duty. We had a few exciting times like when the Jap ran us four 
destroyers out of Wewak with a single shot artillery piece. It hit short, over us, 
between ships, behind, in front, never hitting a thing. We finally left before he 
got lucky. The night the two Bettys came down each side of us at Biak, dropped 
their bombs and got away, and all the time the Skipper was saying, “Don’t 
shoot, it might be a PBY,” at 300 knots. There was the night we chased the five 
Jap ships all night and just got in extreme gun range. I read in the history books 
that airplanes knocked them off the next day. I never knew that then. 
 Then, we came up to Leyte. We escorted the Nashville and “Dugout 
Doug” to Tacloban, Northern Landing area. We stayed close by until McArthur 
went ashore. We fired on lots of planes and got credit for shooting down a few. 
I remember the USS Ross. We passed her going in on October 27, 1944. She 
had hit a couple of mines on the way in. Every time she fired her 5-inch, the 
water would roll completely over the main deck aft. We went alongside a tanker 
one day then came an air raid. This tanker had a tin can on each side of her and 
we both opened fire on the planes. Those guys on the tanker were going crazy. 
I guess they thought a Jap plane wouldn’t start a fire. We finally cast off and 
got away from them. We didn’t get into any scrapping except air planes during 
all the fleet activity going on. We just weren’t in the right places to get into the 
fleet action. I’m not complaining, just stating a fact.  
 On November 1, 1944, we were patrolling the mouth of the Surigao 
Straits between Dinagat and the Leyte Islands, escorting a battleship and 
cruiser. That day, the kamikazes started in earnest. About 9:00 or 10:00 a.m. we 
fired on a plane that exploded directly over the stern of the USS Claxton, (DD-
571). She suffered many casualties and speed was reduced to about five knots. 
“Little Abner” was detailed to assist. We launched our port whaleboat, sent a 
medical team, and most of the forward repair party. They went aboard and 
assisted. The Claxton got up speed to about 15-20 knots and we were released, 
but before we could return to station, we detected to bogeys, one of which 
attacked, and even though one wing was shot off, this plane succeeded in 
bombing and crashing aboard just aft of the No. 2 stack. The bomb exploded in 
starboard side, upper No. 2 fireroom. The fire from the plane was especially 
fierce, and though an extra load of flammable substance aboard, the fire, with 
results of the bomb, proved impossible to fight. The fire got into the No. 3 
handling room and into the No. 3, 5-inch magazine. The resulting explosion 
caused the ship to capsize and sink very rapidly. 
 My part in this action was very small. At first, I attempted to get an 
electrical submersible pump going to help fight the fire. After the magazine 
explosion, I desisted from that and assisted Chief Torpedoman Carpenter in 







trying to launch life rafts. After that, Clarence McCormick and I gave our life 
jackets to wounded on the forecastle, and assisted in getting them over the side. 
I also did some communications with the forward engine room and forward 
fireroom. Finally, McCormick and I abandoned ship by walking over the port 
side of the ship which had listed about 45 degrees to starboard by then. We 
swam about 100 yards away to port, turned around, and the ship was already 
stern down, bow up, and it sank in about 30 seconds. We weren’t the last off, 
but we were close.  
 We were picked up by a boat from the USS Richard P. Leary (DD-664). 
It came right through where the “Little Abner” sank and we were closest. We 
picked a full boat load on to the Leary. Leary had to fight off a kamikaze attack 
on the way in to port where we went to the Pinkney. The USS Pinkney was one 
of the worst experiences of my life. I’ve never seen so many people so badly 
injured and so cheerful at the same time. I hope to never see anything like that 
again. I went to a burial at sea the first night at sea on the Pinkney and I wouldn’t 
go any more. It really got to me. I don’t know who was buried because we had 
men there from everything at Leyte. Marines, Army, Airforce, Navy, all were 
on board. I don’t know how the doctors took it, day after day. We rode the 
Lurline back to San Francisco The Red Cross actually gave me a doughnut and 
milk on the ferry to Treasure Island. The only time they ever gave anything 
away. 
 After my leave was over, I went back to Treasure Island and received 
assignment to the USS Laffey (DD-724). I caught a transport to Pearl, the flew 
a PBY to Ulithi, then another PBY to Lingayen Gulf, Philippine Islands. I 
caught a small boat to Laffey at Lingayen. We stayed about two days. That was 
January 25, 1945, and then went back to Ulithi. I could have stayed there and 
caught it just as easy if not easier, but that’s not the Navy way. We made the 
invasion of Iwo Jima. There wasn’t much for us. We stayed in the outer screen 
most of the time. We did some fire support but not much. Went back to Ulithi 
and then invaded Kerama Retto on March 22 or 28, I can’t remember which, 
the island southwest of Okinawa. We landed at Okinawa a week later. We did 
just screen work, mostly anti-aircraft. On April 15 we received orders to go to 
Radar Picket Station No. 1, north of Okinawa. We stayed on station all night 
and the next morning about 7:30 a.m. a lone plane came in on the water from 
our stern and bombed us. Radar missed him, Glen missed, and he missed, and 
got away. About 8:30 there were 22 planes circling out there just out of range. 
They came in twos and threes, not all at once or we would have gone down. 
Our captain was a cool cat. He kept us maneuvering and splashed ’em in our 








aft. Four bombs, three aft, one in the wardroom. One plane took out our mast 
and radar. An American corsair also hit the mast. He was mad because he didn’t 
get the Jap. We shot down nine of the 22 ourselves, and the corsairs got the rest. 
We were towed to Kerama Retto, repaired a little, and came back to the states 
under our own power. We were repaired in Seattle. We got here the middle of 
June and were repaired by about September 15, 1945.  
 I spent most of the time in that action working on a power panel under 
the No. 2 gun mount. We had a near miss of the portside with a bomb. It threw 
a piece of steel about six inches square into the No. 2 gun power panel which 
put the gun out of commission. I was up splicing everything around that panel 
to get the gun going again. It took 24 minutes, I timed it, and I was scared, too. 
About October 1, 1945, the USS Laffey was coming out of San Diego about 
8:00 a.m., just outside the sea buoy at Point Loma. We hit a PC. I don’t 
remember the number, but cut it in two pieces. We hit the engine room. It sank 
in three or four minutes. There was a little fog, but pretty fair visibility. We had 
a new captain named Waters, nicknamed “Muddy Waters.” 
 On October 6, 1945, I was transferred to Houston to the US Recruiting 
Station. We were recruiting reserves. I shipped over in June of 1946 and in June 
of 1947 I was transferred to Charleston, SC to recommission the USS 
Obstructer, a mine layer. It had a number, but I have forgotten it. It had been 
mothballed in 1945 and in two years, it was a rust bucket. It took about six 
months to put it in commission with no mine tracks, but a towing cable and 
towing reel instead. We went to Mobile, AL to shake the thing down which 
took a couple of months. Then we slowly worked our way to Alaska. Took 
about three months. We got to Alaska in the spring of 1948. We immediately 
went on a survey trip and went all the way out to Attu. We hit every island 
except Kiska. It was off limits. Then to the Pribilof Islands, Nunivak Island, 
then up through the Bering Straits to Point Hope, Point Barrow, and what is 
now Prudhoe. When we got back to Kodiak, we made the run down the Inland 
Passage to Seattle and then back up, hitting everything along the way. While 
we were doing all this, we towed ships, rescued people, and put construction 
people ashore in a lot of strange places. 
 I was finally transferred to the Navy base at Kodiak to repair electrical 
equipment on ships, mostly tugs. That only lasted six months. In January 1950, 
I was transferred to Seattle and stationed on the east side of Lake Washington. 
The Navy had some ships mothballed in the lake, and I was sent as a ship 
keeper. There were just seven of us. All we had to do was keep the heaters 
running and the lines tight. It was the best job I ever had. On June 22, 1950 my 
enlistment was up and I didn’t ship over. I didn’t go into any reserves. My wife 
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and I started to Texas and on June 25, 1950, the Korean War started. I didn’t 
go. I was too old to draft and no reserve, and I didn’t volunteer. I missed that 
one which suited me fine. We moved to Houston. I worked as a construction 
electrician out of the union hall until I retired in 1981. We moved here to Port 
Orchard, WA in 1979 to get away from the heat, the crowds, the traffic, and the 
insects that abound in Houston.  
I’m still married to the same woman. We celebrated our 4eighth 
anniversary on December 1, 1990. We have two sons, one daughter, and four 
grandchildren. My two sons both volunteered to fight in Vietnam. One in the 
Navy and one in the Airforce. Got them both back in one piece. We both have 
the usual things that happen to people our age. We have had a great life. Our 
whole family has traveled all over the world. We had lots of good times together 
and we have had no great sorrows. Not much money, but we don’t need very 
much. If I had to do it over again, I don’t think I would change a thing.  
George Moore, MM1/c 
Tacoma, WA 
I was born on October 22, 1918, in a small town just west of Yakima, 
WA, named Naches. I grew up and attended school in the state of Washington. 
Being the only boy in a family of three sisters, I learned to survive at an early 
age. My military career started at the age of 18 when I enlisted in the Army and 
was discharged in November 1939. I took a long look at the Navy. The 
advantage was more pay. The Army paid $21 per month and the Navy $36. 
Besides that, I heard that a sailor had a girl in every port. Being single, I liked 
the idea. I soon found out not to believe everything I heard. 
After boot camp I was assigned to the USS Chicago where I was 
introduced to the Holy Stone and Sand. It was a method of scrubbing the 
wooden decks gleaming white, a ritual performed daily on the morning watch. 
I did that plus washing, paintwork, mess cooking, working parties, etc. After 
about nine months, I kind of figured the black gang would be a better place for 
me to complete my enlistment, but I soon found out that the bilges were always 
in need of scraping and painting. There was also, force draft firerooms, where 
the temperature was 120 degrees Fahrenheit almost all the time, and at times, 
much hotter, changing burners and wiping oil. This persuaded me to try the 
other divisions, so then came A Division. The evaporators are where I spent the 
rest of my time standing watch and learning evaporators. From then on, and for 








 We were at sea aboard the Chicago when WWII started. I will always 
remember that Sunday morning, December 7, 1941. We were getting ready for 
the captain’s inspection when word came over the speakers, “Captain’s 
inspection will be delayed.” We had no way of knowing what was going on. 
This had never happened before. Then came the word, “The Japanese are 
bombing Pearl Harbor.” Then general quarters. Later, we learned that we were 
steaming north to intercept the Jap Navy. Thank God they went south. While 
on the Chicago, we saw action in the Solomons, and then at Guadalcanal, where 
we had our bow blown off. That put us out of action. We proceeded to Australia 
for temporary repairs, then back to the states for permanent repairs.  
Many were assigned to new construction. Gus Griffin and I were 
assigned to the Abner Read. Gus and I went aboard together, both as MM2/c. It 
was there that we first came in contact with the civilian Navy, the reserves, and 
those just enlisted. There was an adjustment period for all of us. There were 
expressions like “going upstairs” or “he went to the front of the boat.” “Bunks” 
became “beds” and time was once again 1 p.m. instead of 1300 hours. All in 
all, we accepted each other, and more than that, we were shipmates.  
On August 18, 1943, I was on watch in the forward engine room, on the 
throttle. We were turning and I believe we were making 5 or 10 knots when we 
ran over a mine. The explosion lifted us off the floor plates. My job was to 
maintain the RPMs, or speed, on the starboard shaft as the bridge signaled. At 
0149 hours and 50 seconds, there was a tremendous explosion aft. My RPM 
indicator dropped to 0, the bridge signaled flank speed. I was in the process of 
opening the steam for flank when I noticed the RPM indicator was not moving. 
At that time, I secured the throttle and the bridge was notified. I remained 
aboard ship while being towed back to Seattle. The Inland Passage was 
beautiful on the way down. You guys that went back early sure missed the quiet 
and restful trip. Sorry about that. 
The Bremerton Navy shipyard was sort of uneventful as yours truly was 
on survivor’s leave. The ship was once again seaworthy and sailed to San 
Francisco for sea trials, and back to the South Pacific. Life aboard ship was not 
all work and watch standing. There was card playing and dice and all other 
games of chance that could be imagined. Also, there were refreshments for as 
many as cared to indulge, with grapefruit juice. There is much I would like to 
relate, but the statute of limitations may not have run out, such as what 
happened to the alcohol that was removed from the torpedoes. Also, there was 
one game of now you see it, and now you don’t. I remember a certain Jeep 
sitting on the pier at one of our stops in New Guinea. A very short time later, it 
was gone and we were leaving a wake behind.  







On November 1, 1944, I was on watch in the after engine room when 
general quarters rang. My battle station was the forward engine room. I left the 
after engine room, ran up the starboard side, and jumped down the hatch into 
the engine room. I rode Bisig’s shoulders all the way down. We ran to the port 
side of the engine room, and about that time, the Japanese plane made contact. 
It was all explosions, fire, smoke, and confusion. Then the ship was dead in the 
water. None of us knew what was happening topside. Then we got the word to 
abandon ship. I am not a strong swimmer. Some of the sailors looked like an 
outboard motor turning loose. They were leaving a wake behind. It was during 
this time I received a piece of shrapnel in my let. It was red hot, and I knew I 
was hit bad. With that, I jumped over the side. My life jacket was the type to 
blow up. Well, I figured I could get away from the ship, then blow it up. In my 
efforts to get away from the ship and bleeding badly, I was too weak to do 
anything. A few feet away was Fitzpatrick holding onto a powder can. I asked 
for help and Fitzpatrick helped keep me afloat until I was picked up by, I think, 
a hospital ship. I was then transferred to the USS Pinkney, then to the New 
Caledonia Mobile Hospital Base No. 5. There I spent about two months, then 
to the states for further hospitalization. I was discharged from the hospital a 
short time before the war was over. 
 I remained in the Navy until retirement on July 3, 1956. The ships I was 
on were the USS Los Angeles, a heavy cruiser, and the USS Currier (DE-700). 
I was aboard the Currier during the Korean conflict. We went up and down the 
Korean coast on a regular basis. We were never hit, but we were the target many 
times. While writing this, a little humor comes to mind. When I was transferred 
off the Currier, the skipper called me up to his cabin to say goodbye. When I 
started to leave, he remarked, “Chief, I was never worried when you were in the 
engine room.” My answer was, “Captain, I can’t say the same about you. There 
were times you had me plenty worried.” His face became sober for a minute 
and then he started to grin and remarked, “Chief, there were times I was scared 
too.” 
 I went from the USS Currier to shore duty in Astoria, OR. After two 
years, I went aboard the USS Mitchel to finish my enlistment. At my last 
captain’s inspection, the skipper of the Naval Station Pier 91 stopped and 
looked at me, then at my hash marks. I only had three sewn on. He asked “How 
much time do you have in the Navy, Chief?” I answered, “Over twelve years 
sir.” His next question, “How much over twelve years?” I answered, “About 
eight years, Sir.” He just walked away. I received my orders to be transferred 








 What to do now? Would anyone hire a retired chief? I could make coffee 
and tell sea stories. I must have other qualifications. So, I filled out applications, 
went to interviews, joined a union, took city exams for stationary engineer. 
Well, I lucked out and received my license unlimited, no restrictions. More 
exams and tests for both city and federal. I was hired by the city of Tacoma as 
a sewage plant operator. The city was very good to me so I stayed 25+ years 
and retired. Life without work? Can this be true? Yes? I retired January 30, 
1982 and have never regretted a day of it. We have a motor home and from 
April until November, we may be anywhere in the states.  
 As I was writing some of my experiences I can’t help but remember 
some of the things I was not really proud of and would like to forget. Then I am 
reminded that the Lord had his hand on my life all the way. It wasn’t until I 
married my wife, a wonderful Christian girl, that I was introduced to Jesus. 
Now, I know what Jesus said in John 10:10, “I came that you may have life, 
and life more abundantly.” 
 
Walter L. Nighbor, RDM2/c 
Racine, WI 
 
 I was born on February 4, 1909 in Red Granite, WI and grew up in 
Berlin, WI. I had one brother and two sisters. I enlisted in July 1943 at the age 
of 34 with an 8-month-old daughter. I always was interested in the Navy. I had 
boot training in Farragut, ID for six weeks. Then on to radar school at Point 
Loma, San Diego. I reported to the Abner Read after the repairs at Bremerton, 
so I was not in on the Alaska action. I was a seaman. I began getting my sea 
legs on the trip to San Francisco 
 I remember when the ship went aground. We spent fourteen days in 
Sydney, Australia. My work was radar watch, navigating, plotting course, 
assistant mail man, and decoding board. When we were hit, I jumped overboard, 
and after two hours, was picked up by a tug. I was transferred to the Pinkney 
and then returned to San Francisco on the Lurline. 
 After a 30 day leave, I reported to Treasure Island for three months as a 
master at arms. Then I was assigned to a new construction, the USS Sylvania 
(AKA). Our shakedown cruise was in Chesapeake Bay, after which time I was 
hospitalized with a hernia at Portsmouth, VA for three months. I was discharged 
in November 1945. Paul Denes, Joe Alexander, Paul Nunley, Don Robinson, 
Frank Goodrich, and I all spent time together on shore leave. I came back to my 
old trade as a bookbinder. After two years I was promoted to foreman, until 
1969, the promoted to areas superintendent until my retirement in 1972 after 43 
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years of service. I have been married for 52 years to my wife who is a 
housewife. We have three children and eight grandchildren. 
Nicholas F. Novak, S1/c 
Turner Falls, MA 
I was born August 8, 1924 in Boston, where I grew up. I enlisted May 
21, 1942, in Boston. Before going on the Read, I had had boot camp and training 
schools. I reported shortly before it was commissioned, as a seaman first class 
At Kiska, I was sleeping in a bed aft, and I ended up in the water when the aft 
section of the ship was blown off and sunk. I returned to Bremerton with the 
ship. I lived on a ferry at the shipyard which was converted into barracks. I 
remember repeated damage to propellers and visit to Australia. My battle 
station was in the officers’ wardroom. I jumped into the water from bow of ship 
following orders to abandon ship. I swam to the destroyer that was dead in the 
water nearby. I was put on the SS Lurline, a luxury liner converted to a hospital 
ship. Afterwards I was assigned to Naval Hospital, Mare Island, and then to 
Naval Hospital in Oakland. I was discharged January 19, 1946. After the war, I 
did social work. I married my wife in 1951. She has been a housewife. We had 
two sons, and two daughters. We have one granddaughter. I am still employed 
and planning to retire to Colorado these days. 
Joseph Olesiak, MM1/c 
Sonoma, CA 
I was born in Cosmopolis, WA, on August 21, 1919. I grew up in this 
town and attended Weatherwax High School in Aberdeen, WA. My family 
consisted of my mother and father, and one sister. In 1937, when I graduated 
from high school, the Great Depression was on, and jobs were scarce. I enlisted 
in the Navy to get a job and to see if I would like it. I was called in late 1938 
and actually signed up in Seattle, on January 3, 1939. I put three months in boot 
camp in San Diego, then went to machinist mate’s school in Norfolk, VA, for 
eight months. After that, I was transferred to Long Beach, CA, where I was 
assigned to the USS Portland (CA-33). I served on the Portland through Pearl 
Harbor, Midway and the Coral Sea battles. After the Coral Sea battle, we 
returned to Pearl Harbor and I was transferred to new construction and was 








I reported to the Abner Read while she was still in the Bethlehem 
Shipyard in San Francisco. I was rated machinist’s mate, first class, when I 
reported to the Read and I was still machinist’s mate, first class, when she went 
down in Leyte Gulf. At Attu and Kiska, I had just come off of the 8-12 watch 
in the after engine room. The “all clear” from general quarters had been 
sounded, so I went to sleep in my shorts and T-shirt. It was the first time in quite 
a few days where most of us thought it was safe to take off our dungarees. My 
bunk was a top bunk on the starboard side of aft of the No. 3 turret. I had just 
dozed off when I heard the explosion and simultaneously found myself on the 
steel deck. My first thought was that we had been torpedoed, and to get to high 
ground. I went through the escape hatch at the center of the compartment and 
when I reached topside, I went through what I thought was smoke and climbed 
up to the next deck. The “smoke” was from a smoke screen generator can and 
in going through it, I was burned on the back of my legs as well as suffering a 
fit of coughing for some time.  
I returned to Bremerton as a passenger on a military troop ship that was 
returning some soldiers. Somebody wanted to send me to the hospital in 
Bremerton, but I turned that down. That was probably the only time in my 6 
years, 9 months of service that I was given a choice. I took advantage of it by 
visiting friends and relatives in Aberdeen and Cosmopolis. I enjoyed my stay 
in Bremerton and was sorry to see it come to a close. After our repairs and 
shakedown, all I remember was a monotonous period of time in the South 
Pacific with the exception of the time we were patrolling off Guadalcanal. There 
were eight destroyers in our group. We made contact with some Japanese ships 
and the chase was on. The Read got into the lead and after what seemed like an 
hour, we heard our forward 5-inch gun go off. My thoughts were not very good 
at this time because a surface battle meant that a lot of blood would be spilled 
before it was over. Fortunately, we had to give up the chase because we were 
all low on fuel. I think we all gave a big sigh of relief when we abandoned the 
chase. I know I did. 
I don’t remember the date February, 1944. All I remember is the Read 
working its way up the New Guinea coast and then the run to Leyte Gulf with 
the light cruiser St. Helena and a couple of other destroyers. I was on the throttle 
in the forward engine when the kamikaze hit. I gave up a large prayer when the 
main steam line above my head quit shaking and didn’t break. With 600 lbs. of 
pressure and 800+ degrees temperature, if the line had of ruptured right then, 
none of us in the engine room would be alive today. After a while, the ship 
started to list to starboard. Ed Bisig was on the phone set and we kept asking 
him what he heard from the bridge. He said it was quiet and that nobody was 







on the line. I took the phones and asked Ed to go topside and report back what 
was happening. He wasn’t gone more than a minute when he opened the door 
and informed us that everyone had abandoned ship. Wasn’t that nice of 
someone to throw off their headset and abandon ship without telling us? As I 
left the engine room, someone on the torpedo deck directly above the main deck 
asked for help with a wounded shipmate. I helped lower him into the water 
where somebody took over. I went aft to the wash room area looking for any 
others that might need help. I didn’t see anybody, so I started going forward. 
Near the bow, I saw what looked like the captain getting ready to go over the 
side, so I did the same. A destroyer picked me up and took me to the hospital 
ship as near as I can remember. I did see, on the hospital ship, the shipmate that 
I helped lower into the water. He was in a body cast from his ankles to his 
armpits. I felt sorry for him because I felt he would be a cripple the rest of his 
life. I don’t remember how I got back to the states or how I got to the shipyard 
between Long Beach and San Pedro. I only remember that I was assigned to a 
ship called the USS Pine Island. This ship was a seaplane tender and I was once 
again at sea. We were anchored off Okinawa when the war ended. I had been 
rated to chief MM by this time, but knowing that I would have one of the softest 
jobs in the world until I retired, I still could not stomach a lot of the Mickey 
Mouse regulations that the Navy imposed on us. I opted to get out and start all 
over. 
I was discharged in September, 1945, at Shoemaker, CA. This place 
later became known as Santa Rita Prison, near Dublin, CA. Most of the 
shipmates that I used to go on liberty with are gone: Sam Dallamora, Joe 
DiNunzio, Nick Fitzpatrick, Jack Sanders, and Creed Bowden which you never 
located, as his name is not listed. Most of our liberties were dedicated to getting 
drunk, maybe that was our way of trying to forget the ones that didn’t make it. 
I wish I could tell you the real answer, but I can’t. 
After the Navy, I obtained an engineer’s license in the Merchant Marine 
and followed that line of work for five years. These were the five happiest years 
of my life. I was single, saw the world, the pay was super, and there were no 
Mickey Mouse regulations. Like all good things, this also came to an end. I 
finally got tired of it and decided to settle down and raise a family. I married 
my present, and only, wife in 1952. I had known her since our high school days 
in Aberdeen. We have raised, and married off, a daughter and a son. I followed 
the same line of work all my life with slight variations. In the end, I became an 
engineer for the State of California. I retired in 1980 after my body wore out on 
me. There are some regrets, but in the final analysis, you play the hand that you 








William Pottberg, RT1/c 
Burlingame, CA 
 
 I was born in Phoenix, AZ on April 7, 1914. I am now 76-years-old. I 
moved to Los Angeles, back to Phoenix, and then back to Los Angeles in about 
1921, for good. I lived out on the western side of L.A. near the oil wells off 
Willshire and LaBrea Avenues. I went to schools there, and after the first 
semester in high school, we moved to Santa Monica, CA. I finished high school 
and then went to work for the Bank of America. I had one brother who was a 
year-and-a-half younger. I was always interested in making things and had 
electronics as a hobby. I married my wife on May 15, 1940. We have had our 
50th anniversary. I stayed with the Bank of America and bought a house in 
Santa Monica. After the war started, we watched the anti-aircraft fire at 
something over the western part of L.A. one night. The draft was on, and I 
watched my number climb towards the top of the list. I was always partial to 
the Navy, so when I saw a notice that they wanted electronics men to enlist, I 
went into L.A. and signed up. 
 It was a good deal since they guaranteed that we got a second class radio 
tech rate on enlistment, and we would be sent to electronics school. If failing 
out of the school, we would be given an honorable discharge. Boot camp 
training was sort of a joke. Everyone in our company had a second class radio 
tech rate. It really blew the mind of the older retired chief that had been called 
in for duty as a chief in charge of a bunch of supposed recruits, only to find that 
they all had rates that normally would require a full hitch or more to attain in 
normal Navy life. After boot camp, we went through nine months of school. 
Some of us got out as a radio technician, first class. The last six months of 
school was up here at Treasure Island, in San Francisco. My wife rented out our 
house and moved back up here to Burlingame where she had come from. 
 I graduated from radio tech school at the end of December with some 
choice of duty, and I chose a destroyer. It turned out to be the Abner Read. After 
spending a month in a receiving ship while they tried to locate the ship, I was 
sent to San Diego. I went aboard at 1800 hours and we weighed anchor at dawn 
the next morning, bound for San Francisco We immediately went into the yard 
and had extensive rework done to the ship. Guns were changed and some newer 
radar gear was installed. Other things were done, but I don’t know what they 
were. After more shakedown and practice with the new gear, we were part of 
the invasion of Attu in May 1943.  
I can remember one incident that was unusual. One night we were 
steaming in formation, and apparently, we were going to do some 







bombardment. Somehow, a powder bag got into the No. 2, 5-inch gun without 
a shell being put in first. It would have been extremely hazardous to open the 
breach and try to remove the bag, so Captain Burrowes received permission to 
blow it off. Here we were sneaking along in the dark and BLAMM! This gun 
erupted in a big flash of light and noise. I’ve talked to other people and they 
don’t seem to remember this. We knew it was going to happen because we were 
in close contact with the bridge and the radio. I really felt sorry for those poor 
guys that had to make that landing and subsequent fight. 
After returning to San Francisco, we were supplied for the Kiska action 
and went back up there. I do remember that we had some odd targets appear on 
the radar and we almost fired on them. It turned out that they were really 
mountains that were over twice our radar’s range away, and we finally figured 
out what a second sweep echo was. It was the first time that we had seen such 
a phenomenon and there was no information about such a thing. Maybe we were 
the first to run across it, I don’t remember. Maybe Ensign Robert Hansen would 
remember. 
After finding that there were no Japanese left on the island, we all felt 
relived. The 18th day of August was a nice sunny day, and we went off sixty 
for the first time since starting the invasion. The crew had relaxed, showered, 
and those not on watch had started their first night of sleeping in their normal 
bunks. My bunk was in the mess hall, and it turned out that it was about the 
fulcrum point of the sudden violent tossing of the ship when she hit the mine. 
It jarred me, but it didn’t knock me out of the bunk. The rest of that night is a 
blurry memory to me. So many things were happening that I don’t remember 
what I did. Getting men out of the water, medical attention to the wounded, 
cleaning up men soaked in oil. . . it was mass hysteria and confusion in some of 
the men, and heroic action for most of the others. I do remember there was a lot 
of concern for our possible drifting on to the rocks and finally the Bancroft got 
a line aboard and towed us away from the beach. Then the tug Ute took over 
and towed us back to Adak. The Ute didn’t have radar, but ours was working 
nicely so we could direct them as to avoiding obstacles. 
We still had one propeller shaft hanging out behind. The other one was 
broken off and this shaft acted as a rudder, causing our ship to be pulled out 
from behind the Ute like a water skier riding outside the wake. There was a lot 
of effort made by the crew to try and bring the ship in line with the tug’s path 
by making sea anchors to drag behind the ship. At times, the tug’s position was 
at a bearing of 70 degrees relative to our centerline. Nothing was accomplished 








At Adak, the Read was put into a floating drydock. The long shaft was 
cut off, the hull was cleaned up at the break, and a big rudder was made and 
mounted aft. A large tiller was fabricated and attached to the rudder post. This 
extended to a point about the after deck house, and a pair of chain falls were 
attached between the tiller and the sides of the deck house. Now, there was a 
way of steering the ship, if need be, and keeping it lined up with the tug. The 
Abner Read had all of its engineering capability except propulsion. We had a 
fireroom that could make water, generate electricity, and generate heat. The 
radar was in good order, as was the radio gear. It was first considered that we 
would make directly for Bremerton, but there was a lot of very rough water in 
the Gulf of Alaska. The decision was made to stay close to shore and head for 
the inland passage.  
The first and only stop was made at Sitka. The part of the crew that got 
liberty first fouled it up so badly that they threw us out of the harbor and we 
were then on our way down the coast and through the inland passage. It was a 
beautiful trip. It was slow enough to see the scenery and without any problems 
until we got to a place where the tide flow was too fast for the tug to pull us 
against it and it was too fast for safe passage with the flow. We had to go 
through when the tide flow was slack. This meant stalling to get there at the 
right time. Obviously, we made it. Another thing that was done was to have all 
the canvas aboard made into a big sail that was hoisted between the stacks. This 
had some effect on stabilizing the roll of the ship before we reached the inland 
passage. 
I had grown a beard on this cruise and on the first liberty in Seattle, I 
took my picture in one of those booths and the next morning I shaved it off. I 
arranged for housing in the naval housing at Port Orchard. My wife came up 
and we lived there for a month. It was a new experience for her, cooking on a 
coal stove. It lasted about a month and then she went back down to Burlingame 
and the ship followed later. She and I never missed a Christmas together. The 
first year I was over at Treasure Island, and this time it was after the ship came 
down from Bremerton. Of course, the next time was after the sinking. 
Our being the first ship that had such a rebuild, it was prudent to see if 
everything was going to be ok. We were assigned to training duty and had 
officers and men come aboard for various training exercises. In the five weeks 
following Christmas, we made five trips to San Clemente Island, off the coast 
of San Diego. There was a combat information center school there, and we took 
a group of me down, left them, picked up the last group, and brought them back 
to San Francisco There were some pretty sick people on these round trips. We 
had all of the combat information center students standing radar watches and it 







sometimes was pretty messy there. Those runs took a day each way. Other 
exercises were conducted in gunnery, torpedo situations and other training for 
our men as well those temporarily aboard for training. On other days, we held 
sea training exercises out of San Francisco. 
Finally, it was decided that we were not about to fall apart, and on 
February 1, 1944, we left for Hawaii. Six days to Pearl Harbor. We did more 
sea training exercises and then left for the Marshall Islands on February 10, 
1944. The first taste of the south Pacific for most of us was our arrival in the 
Marshall Islands at Kwajalein Atoll on February 20th. The previous ten days 
were filled with battle condition exercise at sixty most of the days. From this 
point on, it was a series of exercises under battle conditions every day. On 
February 22, 1944, we crossed the equator and it was quite a celebration 
because most of us were polliwogs. After quite a bit of hazing, we polliwogs 
were sentenced to some type of penance. Mine was to put on long johns and 
undress blues, and play my guitar in the mess hall during lunch time. I believe 
Ralph Maioli and Glen Generaux were also included in this torture.  
On February 28, 1944, we were on our way from Milne Bay, New 
Guinea to go up the northern coast of New Guinea and were to go into Buna. 
An Aussi pilot came aboard to guide us in, but managed to put us on a coral 
reef. He was put off the bridge, and Captain Hutchins took over and got us back 
into the channel, but we found that there was a very bad vibration. We slowly 
made way to the naval anchorage at Cape Sudest, where diving operations 
revealed that both screws were badly bent. We returned to Milne Bay and went 
alongside the tender USS Dobbin. The starboard prop was removed and the 
Dobbin spent three days trying to get it straightened. We spent five days in 
floating dry dock and then took her out for a trial run. Not a complete success. 
We still restricted speed because of vibration. We spent from March 12 to April 
2 at anchor in harbor and April 4 to 7 in drydock. The eighth was the trial day 
and it turned out well and we were back into the active Navy. 
From April 8 to August 8 we spent our time in various bombarding, 
screening, and other operations on the north side of New Guinea. One night we 
were to go in on a radar controlled bombarding operation and the radar quit! It 
was up to Don Robinson and me to get it back in order before it was to be used. 
It was sweat time while we worked on the transmitter, with officers breathing 
down our necks. Finally, we got it going and it worked well for the operation. 
On August 8, we left Manus for Sydney Australia, arriving on the 13th. We 
were docked alongside Woolloomooloo Park and some of the guys had dates 
before we even got tied up. Seems that some of the girls that wait for the sailors 








were pressed into service by the crew to make dates with these enterprising 
girls. I was an older, married man, and acted as such. There are a mass of tales 
about what went on in Sydney for the next ten days. Most don’t bear repeating 
in a family newspaper. 
We returned to the fighting force and finally were attached to the 
Seventh Fleet under Vice-Admiral T.A. Kincaid on October 1, 1944. The 
invasion of the Philippines was the operation, and we were one of its casualties. 
We were on the fringes of a typhoon at one time, and it sank two destroyers. 
Air search was constant, and one time we were steaming in a column of twos 
through a passage when a Betty came right down in the middle of the column 
so close that Bishop, I think, threw a coffee cup at it. We were not involved 
with the Surigao Strait operation on November 24-25. We were assigned to stay 
at the landing site to protect them from any assault from the sea.  
 On November 1, 1944 we were in the midst of an all-out attack on the 
Seventh Fleet’s covering force in Leyte Gulf. I was at my battle station in 
combat information center when we picked up the incoming plane on radar, and 
when it hit us. To us, it was a big bang, just like the one in Kiska. We were 
alerted to keep on searching for bogies. All the time, we kept hearing of what 
had happened. When the “abandon ship” came through, I had to pull the 
destruction routine for the radar gear, and then went up on the forecastle to see 
what to do. I gave my life jacket to a man who was injured badly, and got him 
over the side. Then I went looking for another jacket. I finally went over the 
side without one, and swam to Goodrich. I rested by using his jacket buoyancy 
until I could catch my breath. A whaleboat came by looking for people in 
trouble, and they gave me a jacket. We got aboard the Claxton, and someone 
gave me a shirt and a pair of pants. We were all a bit jumpy because there was 
still a lot of aircraft working the ships over. Finally, we got on to the Pinkney, 
and we were relieved when they finally left the area. We went on to Brisbane, 
and aboard the Lurline straight across the Pacific to San Francisco in 14 days. 
 We arrived on December 1, and I finally managed to hitch-hike down 
to Burlingame that night. Believe it or not, my first son was born exactly nine 
months later on August 31. After the 30 days leave was over, and another 
Christmas at home, I was assigned to go back through the radio tech school for 
a three months refresher course. I had made temporary chief one month before 
we sunk. The minute I started in school, I stared a campaign for me to stay there 
and teach. It worked, and I stayed at Treasure Island, teaching, until the war 
was over. Being 31-years-old then helped give me enough points to get 
discharged in the first draft, and out I went.  







 I went to work for United Air Lines in the radio electric department. We 
sold our Santa Monica house and bought one in Burlingame. We are still in it 
46 years later. Our second son was born in October 1947. In February 1951 I 
switched jobs to Ampex Corp, a tape-recording manufacturer. They eventually 
developed the video tape recorder. I became an engineer and stayed with them 
until my 6fifth birthday in 1979, and then retired. We have one granddaughter 
from our one son who was in the air force. The other son has never married and 
is a free-lance photographer. As a family we did a lot of traveling and rented 
trailers. We both still like to travel. We bought a 16-foot runabout in 1956 and 
we all loved to water ski. We finally sold that only about six years ago. My wife 
does Japanese brush painting and loves to do crossword puzzles and play 
bridge. I have always liked to make things: music, electronics, and computers 
are about all I do now. In the past, I plaid volleyball, golf, and was in a camera 
club. Now I’m keeping the roster for the Abner Read Association and also 
writing the newsletter for it too.  
 
Wilburn Potter, S3/c 
Colorado Springs, CO 
 
 I was born in Toledo on July 25, 1922 but grew up in Boulder, CO for 
fifteen years. My family consisted of my mother, one brother, and myself. I 
enlisted in Denver on October 12, 1942. Even though I didn’t know how to 
swim, I felt the Navy was a much better place to serve my country than being 
drafted into the Army. Boot camp was in Farragut, ID. I remember the shots in 
both arms at the same time, and the two buckets next to the dentist chair: one 
for blood and the other for teeth. Then there was the grinder we always ran 
around at 0600 each morning. You know, looking back at it now, I am glad I 
had that wonderful experience.  
 Many of us from boot camp at Farragut reported to Treasure Island, and 
while awaiting assignment, received extensive gunnery training. Early in 
January 1943, we were assigned to the Abner Read as fire watches. While 
standing these fire watches, I learned my uncle was one of the many riveters 
working on board the ship. I came aboard the Abner Read as a seaman. 
 In the Aleutians, the storekeepers and cooks occupied the compartment 
just forward of the aft crews’ quarters on the starboard side. This particular 
night, August 18, a big poker game was going on full swing. An explosion 
occurred, and we were knocked against bunks and bulkheads. The door to the 
compartment was dogged down and as we recovered from the explosion, the 








We scrambled up the compartment ladder, and through the small round deck 
hatch to top side. The smoke screen containers must have ruptured as the entire 
area was a cloud of white. Running forward, we learned that a great number of 
the third section crew was lost. Running through the smoke that night, the only 
thing left of my hat was the seams and heavy brim. All else had been eaten 
away. 
 I did not come back with the Abner Read. Several of us came back on a 
troop transport with a large group of super card sharks in the Army. I can still 
see the disintegrated paper dollars being swept up each morning before 
breakfast and tossed over the side. While the ship was being repaired, I do not 
remember any events that were real exciting. During shakedown, we in the 
supply office were pretty busy with pay records and supply requisitions. 
 I operated the ship’s store, and wished now that my acquaintance with 
all members of the crew had been a lot closer. Many times, I was able to procure 
certain special items such as Aqua Velva, all the cases of snuff I could get my 
hands on for one of the crew, and of course Wings, Chesterfields, Lucky Strikes, 
Camels, and Raleighs, not to mention pogey bait and geedunk. We all had a 
wonderful time in the red tiled roof city of Sidney, Australia. 
 My battle station was loader on the No. 2, 40mm, and we abandoned 
ship on the port side, forward of the bridge. I can remember placing my shoes 
in a row alongside several others before going over the side and down a knotted 
rope. Several of us were picked up by lifeboat and taken to the Claxton. We 
were transferred to the Pinkney, and then later transferred to the Lurline at 
Hollandia. We then sailed to Brisbane to pick up personnel from the 10ninth 
Army Hospital, and then on to San Francisco. Returning from survivors leave 
and back to Treasure Island, I was assigned to the Naval Air Station in San 
Pedro, CA. I was discharged in 1945. Again, as before, I wished that while on 
the Abner Read I had gotten closer to the crew. I had lost all contact with 
everyone. 
 After the war, I went back to Boulder and attended the University of 
Colorado School of Fine Arts. Later, I went to a commercial arts school in 
Denver. During the next ten years, I worked in the art department of the 
Alexander Film Company which produced advertising on 35mm motion picture 
film. When the Korean War broke out, I was recalled into the Navy, and 
assigned aboard the Warrick (AKA-89). She and the Whitesides were to 
provision the troops and ships in the area during the Korean operation. We made 
seven round trips from the Oakland Naval Supply Center to Sasebo, Japan.  
 Returning to Colorado Springs, I began working for the U.S. Air Force 
as a civilian in the audio-visual graphic arts department. I retired after 28 years 







in this department as chief of graphic arts. My wife and I were married on May 
13, 1951 in Colorado Springs. We have three children and three grandchildren. 
Our daughter is a librarian in Olympia, WA. One son is a landman for an oil 
company in Lafayette, LA and our other son is an officer with the Colorado 
Springs Police Department. He is also a lieutenant in the United States Naval 
Reserve. 
 
Don Pramer, EM1/c 
Liberal, KS 
 
 I was born on August 11, 1923 at Mason City, IA where I lived until I 
was seven. We then moved to Clear Lake, IA. I graduated from Clear Lake 
High School in 1941. I was the youngest of four children: two sisters and one 
brother. I enlisted in Mason City, and was sworn in at Des Moines on December 
29, 1941. Why, I don’t know. I had three weeks of boot camp at Great Lakes 
Naval Training Station before going to the Bell Isle Armory in Detroit for three 
months of electrical school. I then went to gyro compass school for three 
months in San Diego. I was then transferred to Bremerton, and was supposed 
to catch the baby flat-top Bogue. They failed to notify me, so I was then 
transferred to San Francisco in time to board the Abner Read the night before 
we left for the Aleutians the first time. I had made EM3/c when I completed 
electricians’ school in Detroit. 
 This was my first sea duty and I was very green. I stood watch in the 
engine rooms on the generator switch boards. My first battle station was on the 
search lights, and the next one on the forward repair party. I was on watch in 
the No. 2 engine room when we hit the mine. I came down the inland passage 
on the Abner Read as part of the sailing Navy. I had a leave when the ship 
reached Bremerton. I rode the ferry to Seattle, and drank dog noses in the Music 
Box. I did lots of sweating in the tropics. My battle station was in the gyro 
compass room. I jumped off the port bow to abandon ship. A whale boat picked 
me up and took me to a destroyer. I came home on the Lurline.  
 I got engaged to my wife while home on survivor’s leave and we were 
married on January 25, 1945 in San Francisco. I was transferred to Alameda 
Air Station for few months then assigned to a tug boat at Mare Island. My next 
assignment was on the dependent transport USS President Jackson. I was on it 
until I was discharged on November 1, 1947. Especially, I remember W.D. 
Brown, EM2/c, as he and his wife stood up with my wife and me when we were 
married. I also kept in touch with him and visited him in Tennessee. I began 








went into operation, I started working for the Northern Natural Gas Company, 
and retired on January 1, 1984 in Liberal, KS. My wife and I have two 
daughters, four grandchildren, and one great-grandchild.  
 
Glen Ridge, S1/c 
El Dorado, CA 
 
 I was born on January 31, 1922 in Rankin, IL. I grew up in Michigan. 
The size of our family? I had one brother and one older sister. Both are still 
alive. I enlisted on July 9, 1940 in Lansing, MI. There was no work, so I joined 
the Navy. They took me. Boot camp was in Great Lakes, IL. I went aboard the 
USS Idaho which is a battleship in the fall of 1940. In January 1943, the day 
before it went into commission, I went aboard the Abner Read at Treasure 
Island. I was regular Navy, third class storekeeper. 
 While at Attu, my battle station was on mount No. 2, 5-inch gun. I shot 
a lot of shells. This was the first trip to Attu and we came back to ‘Frisco, I got 
married on June 8, 1943 during this leave. Then the ship went to Kiska. I was 
in my bunk. It was 2 o’clock in the morning. If I’d stayed in my bunk, I wouldn’t 
have gotten wet. The foot of my bunk came right up to the end of the ship after 
the back half was blown off. I went out through the escape hatch. I rode the 
Abner Read back to Bremerton. I went to San Francisco to my new wife. She 
came back to Seattle with me. I lived in somebody’s home for about six weeks. 
It was a problem to find a place to live in those days. I took the ferry back in 
the morning. 
 When we came back to ‘Frisco after the shakedown. We had a third-
floor apartment, and the first night we were back, we had an earthquake, and I 
was out in the street in my shorts. After it was over, my wife said, “You went 
off and left me.” I said, “Well, I was getting the hell out of here.” I came out of 
that bed, down the stairs, and out in the middle of Murray Blvd. Sure won’t 
forget that. I was skill kind of shaky, you know. 
 We then went out in the Pacific and we made a lot of landings. By that 
time, I had made second class. We went into Leyte Gulf eight or nine months 
later, I guess. We went to Australia which was the only liberty we had out there 
in about eight or nine months. After a while out in New Guinea, they let us have 
beer on board, but it had to be kept under the guard. I was the guard. I had the 
keys to the chill locker which kept it cold. My battle station was director on top 
of the bridge. I was first class then. I went over the bow. I walked right down 
the side of the ship. It was just about going under when I got down there from 
the bridge. Finally, I got picked up by a destroyer that had a suicide in the 







fantail. The Claxton, I think. It was dead in the water. That was when I got 
scared. It couldn’t do anything, it was dead. I was transferred to the Pinkney 
and then the Lurline for the trip back to the states. We went to Australia first, 
got liberty in Brisbane, about three or four hours. We went to Treasure Island, 
and went to shore duty in the Federal Building in San Francisco until 1947. 
Caught some more destroyers, and went to Japan, and all over. Caught a couple 
of cruisers. I was discharged on July 11, 1960.  
 Homer Clark was my first boss on the Abner Read. There was George 
Walter Mapp and Wilburn Potter, and a couple of other guys that I haven’t even 
heard of since then. I knew Lt. Hoeffer very well. I knew all the guys in the 
galley. Bob Bottomly, he got injured real bad when we went down in Leyte. 
 I went to work for Westinghouse out at San Clemente Island which is 
about 60 miles out of Long Beach. I worked for them about 15 years. We flew 
to San Clemente from Long Beach every week. That was a good job. I was 
administrative assistant to the boss. I went through two or three bosses. I 
married my wife on June 8, 1943. She died on June 10, 1988. We had twins in 
1946 and one more boy in 1949 in Honolulu. I was on shore duty out there then. 
My one son is trying to get out of the Philippines right now. He called me the 
other day and said “Don’t screw around with Mother Nature.” The place is 
devastated. This is at the time the volcano in the Philippines is erupting, and 
erupting, and erupting. He is in the Civil Service. He flies back and forth all the 
time between there and Oakland. He’s a naval inspector. I put him through 
UCLA. We have three grandchildren: two in Ohio in college and one in Long 
Beach. 
Donald Robinson, RT2/c 
Redwood City, CA 
 
 My name is Don Robinson and I was born in Seattle on August, 17, 
1921. I am 69-years-old. There were three boys in our family. I have a twin 
brother who is still living, and an older brother who died five years ago. When 
I graduated from high school, I went to work for the Federal Reserve Bank in 
Seattle. After two years of bank work, I hired on at the Pacific Telephone 
Company as a technician working on the equipment that connects on to the 
party called when dialing a number. I enlisted in May of 1942. I was going with 
a young lady whose father was an enlistment officer in Navy recruiting. He 
touted me into a special training school for radio technicians. I think he was 
trying to keep me away from his daughter. 
 I really was not qualified, but did some study work on the “right word,” 








Bremerton, and then to Oklahoma. I attended Oklahoma A&M University for 
three months, and then five months of radio tech school at Treasure Island. After 
this eight-month training period, I was supposed to go aboard the USS 
Hamburg, a destroyer, at Bremerton. I never made it. Lucky for me. The 
Hamburg was sunk on D-Day in the invasion of Europe.  
 Because I had sat on my tail for eight months, I had developed a cyst on 
my backside and was sent to the naval hospital at Sand Point, WA to have it 
removed. After hospitalization, I returned to Bremerton and was assigned to the 
Abner Read. As I write this, I realize that it sounds like a very smooth and 
efficient process. Navy types will recognize that although the sequence is right, 
I have omitted a great deal of “hurry up and wait” time at receiving ships, 
firefighting schools, etc. The Read had returned from its mine damaged cruise 
in Alaska. I reported aboard about the middle of 1943. After the fantail was 
replaced, it sounds like we were destined for each other, and our shakedown 
cruises in and out of San Francisco Bay, we did duty as a training ship for radar 
operators, sonar men, etc. between San Francisco and San Clemente before 
heading overseas to the South Pacific. 
 At sea, I reported to Bill Pottberg as a radio technician, second class, 
and stood radar watches in combat information center. My battle station was 
the little radar equipment room next to the combat information center. I will 
have to allow others to describe our adventures because all I can remember is a 
sequence of bombardments as we made our way up the coast of New Guinea. 
Whatever other people say we did, and in what sequence, that’s what I did. I do 
recall the Australian pilot that ran us aground at Hollandia and the time we spent 
at Manus Island in drydock. If I’m not mistaken, that’s where we picked up the 
label of “Dry Dock Abner.” I can remember the two weeks in Sydney. I can 
also recall during one bombardment where the enemy started to fire back at us, 
the skipper, or some high-ranking officer said, “Let’s get the hell out of here.” 
Good leader. He took care of his men. 
 When the Japanese kamikaze plane hit the Read, I was in my little 
transmitter room minding my own business. At the first explosion, I checked 
the air search radar, and the antenna was going around wildly out of control. 
Don’t ask me today how I knew that. I haven’t the foggiest. I stepped outside 
the door, and Daryl Weathers was coming forward on the starboard side with 
some kind of shoulder or arm injury. I remember taking him into the wardroom 
and giving him a shot of morphine. I was just making a big red pencil M on his 
forehead when a second larger explosion occurred. I went back to the 
transmitter room and, oh man, the hatch of that little transmitter room had been 
blown back against the farthest bulkhead. I hope you notice I’m talking Navy. 







I also know that Don Robinson wasn’t between the hatch and the farthest 
bulkhead. 
 I stepped out on the deck and the captain hollered for someone to man 
a 40mm gun. I got up in the old bucket seat, ready to fire that mother, but 
fortunately for those little guys, there was no power, and I could not make the 
gun slew. Just about then, the captain gave the order to abandon ship, and I did 
from the port bow, with pleasure. The only other thing I can remember is how 
someone in the water hollered to me from about 25 or 30 feet away, that they 
couldn’t swim. I hollered back that he should come over to me and share my 
life jacket. That guy did the most beautiful Australian Crawl you have ever seen, 
for thirty feet. 
 I was picked up with several other fellows from our ship by a destroyer. 
I don’t know the name, probably the Claxton. I was transferred very shortly to 
the Pinkney. We were taken to Hollandia and came home on the Lurline, a 
luxury liner that had been converted into a troop ship. Don’t take that word 
luxury too literally. The bunks were four or five high, and maybe two feet wide. 
When you got up in the morning, you fell into the chow line. After eating, you 
fell into the chow line again. Two meals a day, I remember, and a lot of bread. 
 After being reoutfitted at Treasure Island and enjoying two weeks 
survivor’s leave, I was assigned to the Palomas out of San Francisco She was 
a 90-foot sailing yacht formerly owned by A.G. Spaulding, leased to the Navy 
for the duration. Palomas was fitted out as a training ship for radarmen. We 
would sail around San Francisco Bay, going under the bridge once a month to 
qualify for sea pay. We tied up every night with port and starboard liberty in 
San Francisco That was my kind of Navy. I was discharged at Bremerton 
around October of 1945. I remember most of the fellows in the radar gang: 
Little Joe Alexander, Wally Nighbor, John Dearth, Brittain, Goodrich, Bob 
Lewis, Tiny Matthews and his Mothersill’s seasick pills, and of course, Bill 
Pottberg. I especially remember Paul Denes because he introduced me to my 
wife. We double dated to a dance at the Claremont Hotel in Oakland. Paul was 
with her, and I was with a friend of hers from Crown Zellerbach where they 
both worked. Paul went on leave to Denver shortly thereafter and like a good 
friend, I moved in. Thanks Paul, that was the best thing you ever did for me. 
 After the war, I went back to my old job at Mother Bell. I first took a 
correspondence course in radio engineering. I then went to college at the 
University of Washington and Seattle University at night while working. I 
graduated with a degree in psychology and shortly thereafter, moved into the 
engineering department at the telephone company. From there, and really on a 








also using my psychology background. AT&T had hired a group of research 
psychologists to do a long-range study trying to identify the characteristics that 
were valuable as contributors to success for managers in the telephone business. 
That study continued for over twenty-five years, and I was able to stay with it 
in one form or another until I retired in 1983 after 43 years in the telephone 
business. While working fat AT&T for the first eight years, I went to graduate 
school at Columbia University Teachers’ College. Later I came back to the 
Pacific Telephone Company to run an applied testing and management 
selection program using the results from the AT&T study.  
 After retirement, I went to work at Stanford University Hospital three 
days a week as a volunteer chaplain. I am still doing that work today. As I 
mentioned above, I married my wife 46 years ago, just before I got out of the 
service. We have three children, all married. Our two boys are physicians in the 
Bay Area and our daughter is a dentist in Sebastopol, CA. We have four 
grandchildren. These four grandchildren are truly our proudest possessions. 
 
Roy D. Robinson, S2/c 
Cannon Beach, OR 
 
 I was born in Lake Valley, Saskatchewan, Canada, on November 1, 
1926. I grew up in Duluth, MN. I was the fourth child, and had four brothers, 
and one sister. I enlisted in Duluth, MN in April of 1944. I got tired of laying 
around town and all that, so I just left. Got out. This town is a seaport on the 
Great Lakes, so I had prior experience of what goes on in the Navy. In May 
1944, I had boot camp in the Great Lakes. In July I was on leave and then was 
shipped out of Shoemaker, CA aboard the Robert Howell, which is a Coast 
Guard transport. I reported to the Abner Read in September 1944 as a S2/c out 
there in the South Pacific. My battle station was on the No. 2, 5-inch gun, down 
in the magazine. 
 I went over the port bow on a monkey line. The port gig picked us up 
and took us over and put us on the Claxton. We went to the Pinkney, and from 
there to New Guinea where we were put aboard the Lurline to return to the 
states on December 1. I was stationed at Bremerton Naval Ammunition Depot 
until my time for my discharge in June of 1946. I went to Seattle and whipped 
out of there to World Chamberlin Naval Air Base in Minneapolis for the actual 
discharge. I remember Jim Griffin. I remember a few of the buddies that I came 
out of bootcamp with, but they have passed on now. A couple of them didn’t 
get off the ship. I know that. 







 I remember one time, we had torpedo juice, and Rictor, he was a little 
guy who had blonde hair. He took about half a sip of it and about twenty minutes 
later, he started to walk off the fantail of the ship. He was like I was, 17-years-
old and hadn’t been away from home long, and hadn’t been drinking any of the 
hard stuff. Then one time, Jimmy Griffin, and another guy, I forget who he was, 
but they had them stored in the chain locker, and the alcohol put on the chain to 
keep the fungus off was so strong that they got drunker than a hoot owl. They 
come up out of there and they had to put them in the shower to sober them up. 
Captain Purdy came down and told them to put them in the shower. That was 
McKeown, and the other first class bos’n mate, were detailed to take them in 
and stand them up in the shower to get them sober. I think it was a couple of 
days before they got sober. The room was 8 x 8 and in those close quarters, and 
no air down, there the fumes were so strong it made a pretty good little mess. 
 I remember getting off the little ferry boat at Treasure Island. The Red 
Cross was there and they wanted nickels or dimes for the cotton-picking coffee 
and donuts. I remember that, and I told them, “You can cram it,” and I think a 
lot of the other guys did the same thing. A lot of them were madder than hell. 
Here, we thought we were going to get some appreciation for coming home, 
and here they did this to us. I haven’t given anything to the Red Cross since that 
date. After a bout a year-and-a-half, I joined the Army. I was in the water more 
in the Army than I was in the Navy. I became a staff sergeant, E-6 in COMICO 
which includes engineering, ordnance, quartermaster, signal, chemical, and 
medical transportation. I was involved in all that. I was in Korea from the 
invasion of Inchon until January of 1952. I was still in during the Vietnam 
conflict, but I was lucky I didn’t get sent over there. Just about the time my 
orders came up, I put in for my retirement. I said “I gotta go. I don’t want to go 
over there.” I retired in 1966. 
 After I got out, I went to school on GI training, but that didn’t do any 
good, so I went into the construction business. I worked building houses and all 
that. I worked out here at a little bit of everything. I am a nurses’ aid on up. I 
have been married three times and have one daughter. I came out to Oregon in 









George Roeske, S2/c 
Spring Grove, IL 
 
I got aboard the Abner Read on August 14, 1944, at Manus Island in the 
Admiralty Island Group, just before we went to Morotai, Halmahera for my 
first taste of war of bombardment. But first, let me go back to the outline. I was 
born February 22, George Washington’s birthday, the year 1925. Had I been 
born on February 12, I would have been called Abraham – not George. I grew 
up in Chicago, always 24 hours ahead of the landlord, when rent was due. My 
mother and father had a legal separation. Mom raised me along with three other 
brothers, and two sisters. All are gone on to a better place now, I pray. I was the 
first to enlist on May 8, 1944. My older brothers were both married and my 
younger brother never got into service. On May 8, I went to Great Lake’s 
Company 1040, along with shipmate R.O. Robinson, a screw up all through 
boot camp. Robinson, I mean, never had it. I reported aboard the Abner Read 
as a seaman second class, not as a gunner’s mate third class as the log has it. I 
later became a gunner’s mate third class. 
My cleaning station, and battle station was on mount No. 45, quad 
40mm, up to the time we went to the Philippines. They, someone, put me on 
loader on mount No. 41, starboard side of the bridge. I was quite upset about 
that, but when we were hit, as luck had it, mounts No. 43 and No. 45 caught 
hell. We were firing on the kamikaze, hit his wing, and he came careening over 
into mount No. 43. I think he may have missed us if we had not hit him. I 
watched my very good friend and buddy “Rudder” burn up as he was strapped 
to his 20mm on starboard side, amidships. He later died in Brisbane, Australia.  
The ship blew apart and the fantail sank first. I was still on mount No. 41 when 
they called “abandon ship.” We all went over. I jumped off the portside of the 
bow. Still had my helmet strapped. I damn near broke my neck when I hit the 
water. I am no hero. I don’t know what happened to him, but I helped a 
shipmate, name of “Riddles,” get onto a life net that floated up. I later was 
picked up by the USS Claxton’s whaleboat. We had been towing the Claxton 
back into Tacloban, Leyte, when we got hit. She had been hit earlier by a 
Japanese Betty, a bomber two-engine job, right in the stern mount 5-inch/38. 
She lost her steering and could only make about 6 knots We had her in tow and 
couldn’t maneuver fast enough to get out of harm’s way. 
Anyhow, I got picked up by the Claxton and later that evening, to the 
Pinkney. The Pinkney took us to Brisbane, Australia. There, I was put aboard 
the SS Lurline, the Matson Liner. Arrived in San Francisco December 1, 1944 
– 72 hours later. After new records and uniforms at Treasure Island, I was on 







my way home to Chicago. I learned in ‘Frisco, that the San Francisco Examiner 
newspaper had me listed as “missing in action.” Scared hell out of mom when 
I got home. I had a tough time trying to forget “Rudder” burning up like he did. 
My other buddy “Rooker” was killed on our gun, but that didn’t seem to bother 
me so much. Anyhow, after leave, I got back to ‘Frisco, at Treasure Island 
again. They put me in the hospital for some small repair, later was sent to the 
Bremerton NOB. The day I got there, we had an earthquake. Never forgot it. 
They shipped me over to Naval Ammunition Depot right there in beautiful 
Bremerton. I was still there at war’s end, and until my enlistment ended in May 
of 1947. 
I reenlisted, asking for east coast duty or another tin can. They sent me 
to Anacostia Naval Gunnery School in Washington, D.C. Then, onto the USS 
Rochester, rapid fire 8”, cruiser, big and beautiful – wooden decks, for three 
weeks. Then they sent me onto the USS Meredith (DD-890), later to the USS 
Sumner (DD-692). I served on her from June, 1950, during the Korean War, 
until November, 1951. On board Meredith, we were first naval vessel to fly the 
“Nation Unis,” the United Nations’ flag, while on station at Haifa, Palestine, 
now Haifa, Israel. That was in June, 1948. We brought his baby back to Naples, 
Italy – flank speed all the way from Haifa. Did some time in Beirut, Sierra – 
now Beirut, Lebanon, too. I got out of the Navy on November 21, 1951. I 
married my wife on April 19, 1952, 40 years ago now. It was the best hitch I 
ever made. We have three sons, six granddaughters, and one grandson.  
 
Robert Charles Rotterman, Sr., S2/c 
Kettering, OH 
 
I am Robert Charles Rotterman. I was born in Dayton, OH on March 
24, 1922. Except for the time I spent in the Navy, I have always lived in Dayton. 
I was the youngest in the family, having an older sister. I was raised Catholic 
and went to parochial grade school, and graduated from an all-boys high school.  
I enlisted in the Navy a couple days before I was to receive my draft notice. I 
decided to take my chances in the Navy because I knew I did not want to sleep 
in a foxhole. I figured if I had to serve my time, I would rather have a bed and 
food. On October 24, 1942, I reported to Great Lakes for boot camp, where they 
could not teach me to swim – I’m a great sinker! After boot camp, I spent 16 
weeks at fire control school. Upon completion of school, I was assigned to the 
Abner Read which was in port at San Francisco I reported aboard on April 23, 
1943, and it sailed the next day to the Aleutian Islands. At the time, I was 








One memory that will always stick with me is when we were at Kiska 
and I was on guard duty. I was on lookout on the midnight to 0400 shift. I saw 
something that to me appeared to be gunfire. General quarters was immediately 
sounded, and everyone manned their post at 0200. On investigation, it turned 
out to be the sun coming up. I took a lot of kidding for my error, but the captain 
said it was better to be safe than sorry. I wonder how many others remember 
that guy who got them up at 0200 to watch the sun come up? 
When we got hit, I came back to Bremerton with the ship. While there, 
I was lucky enough to meet one of my best buddies that I had run around with 
ever since first grade. He was in the Navy, his high school sweetheart had come 
out, and they had just gotten married. What a feeling! This was the first person 
I had seen from my home since boot camp. I had never been away from home 
before.  
I participated in numerous shakedown cruises prior to heading to the 
South Pacific. We arrived at Pearl Harbor on February 8, 1944. We proceeded 
to the Marshall Islands, crossed the Equator, went through the usual initiation, 
proceeded to Solomon Islands and New Guinea. We saw first action at 
Hollandia on April 23, 1944. Additional action was seen at Aitape, Wewak, 
Wakde, Sawar, Biak, Noemfoor, and Sansapor. After that went to Sydney, 
Australia for R&R. My duty there consisted of driving a jeep for the ship. I 
drove down the wrong side of the street and scared those poor Australians to 
death. In September and October, we saw more action at Morotai and 
Halmahera. We bombarded the Philippine Islands while serving as General 
MacArthur’s escort during the invasion.  
On November 1, 1944, we were sunk by a kamikaze at which time my 
battle station was the director operator on the starboard 40mm gun. The plane 
crashed pretty near my battle station. I received burns on the left side of my 
face, hand, and forearm. I have no scars today and no ill effects. Upon hearing 
orders to abandon ship, I jumped over the fantail. Fortunately, I can say I am 
still here because the screws were still turning and the Japs were still shooting. 
Of course, I had my life preserver on because I knew I could not swim, and my 
life preserver was always my best friend! After what seemed like an eternity, I 
was picked up in a motor whale boat, and taken to the Lurline which brought 
me back to San Francisco  
Upon docking, I called my parents. I did not mention that I had been 
hurt. My mother seemed surprised to hear my voice. I got leave and went home. 
It was then I learned why my mother seemed surprised. The local newspaper 
had reported that two Dayton men, Robert Rotterman, and Marvin Schmidt, 
were aboard a ship reported lost due to enemy action and “perils of the sea” in 







the Pacific. They had also published my obituary, which I still carry around 
with me to remind myself that it’s great to be alive and able to read it. My 
parents learned all this as they read the paper. An uncle was trying to get 
confirmation from the government when I called them. What a shock! 
I Went back to San Francisco after my leave, and then was assigned to 
the USS Houston, (CL-81), which was in the Brooklyn Navy Yard for repairs. 
I spent six-and-a-half months on board the ship during its repairs. I spent my 
leisure time walking the streets of New York, sightseeing, and going to the 
YMCA which was run by the USO. It was at the USO that I met this cute hostess 
who was eventually to become my wife. 
I was discharged at the Great Lakes Separation Center on October 6, 
1945. I came back to Dayton and went back to work as an electrical engineer at 
the Wright Patterson Air Force Base. In the meantime, I wrote letters and made 
trips back and forth to New York City for a year-and-a-half to see my girl. We 
got married, and I brought my lovely young bride back to the land of the 
Indians, or so her Father thought. We were privileged to have four children 
before I lost my wife to cancer. In 1978, I again met someone I wanted to spend 
the rest of my life with. She lived 65 miles north. After some serious courting, 
I convinced her to retire, move to Dayton and marry me. June 23, 1979, our two 
families became one. She has a daughter and we have 13 grandchildren. I retired 
from Wright Patterson on August 8, 1980. I have no trouble keeping myself 
busy. We spend 6 or 8 weeks in Bradenton in the fall, and the come home for 
the holidays, and some University of Dayton basketball, then go back to the 
condo for 10-12 weeks. Tennis has been a love of mine since my school days. 
I play at least 3 times a week while at home and usually 6 times a week while 
in Florida. My hobbies are woodworking, stained glass, working in the yard, 
watching tennis and basketball. My wife knits and crochets, and between us, 
we try to make the gifts we give.  
 
Calvin Roth, RDM3/c 
Portland, OR 
 
 I was born on September 22, 1924, in Portland, OR where I lived all my 
life, with the exceptions of seven years in New York, and my service time. My 
family consisted of my parents and an older sister. When it came to enlisting, 
you may know that Portland is considered a sailors’ town, so ten days after age 
18, I enlisted in the Navy on October 2, 1942. I went to boot camp in Farragut, 
ID, Company 29. I then went to Treasure Island to board the Abner Read. It had 








and was on it from start to finish. After six months, I became a radar striker, 
and later a radarman third class. 
 My general quarters in Attu was in the radar shack. I returned on the 
ship to Bremerton. We slept on the mess hall deck and as the ship rolled, so did 
we – back and forth. We were such kids. An uncle had been in the Navy and 
had tattoos. Therefore, getting a tattoo was being a sailor. Six of us went into 
Seattle and got tattoos. I got a Hawaiian girl tattooed on my forearm. Granby 
has a cowgirl on his arm. Each weekend leave, we went to Portland. We often 
had to stand all 200 miles on the bus back to Seattle. I remember that on 
shakedown, the sound crew for the movie “Destroyer” came on board to record 
actual sound of a ship firing guns. However, a couple of sound men got too 
close to a gun and were hurt. They had been warned repeatedly to stay back of 
a certain area, but in their eagerness to get the special sound effects, they didn’t 
listen to the orders. I have seen the show several times. Glenn Ford and Edward 
G. Robinson were the featured players. I remember that aftershave lotion, 
alcohol, and fruit juice was the shipboard drink, all below deck.  
 In Leyte Gulf, when we were hit, I left the radar shack and went to the 
forward 40mm gun on the starboard side, outside the officer’s mess hall door 
and nobody was there. I went to the 5-inch gun mount, and nobody was there, 
so I jumped off the port side. I had Indian moccasins on. I lost one on the jump 
and kicked off the other one. I was worried about sharks. A 40-foot launch 
picked me up. I remember climbing up a rope ladder to get on the destroyer. I 
was put on a hospital ship where I worked in the hospital caring for the wounded 
and dying. I came back to the states on the Lurline. 
 Along with several other Abner Read survivors, I was put on the 
Houston. The whole crew was made up of survivors. At the time, it was in dry 
dock in New York. Dearth, Lewis, Goodrich, and Bell were all part of the 
Houston crew. We used to go to Jones Beach and went bowling in Brooklyn. 
We’d also go to movies. Esther Williams movies were the greatest. I remember 
Lewis found such good-looking girl friends and I remember Bob Brewer 
because he always saved a place in line for me for movies or in the chow line.  
 I was discharged from Bremerton on December 27, 1945. I came back 
to Portland at worked at Roberts Fine Foods. I took a two-week vacation to San 
Francisco and stayed a year. Then I went to the New York World’s Fair and 
stayed there working at Charles, a French restaurant. It was kind of an “in” place 
for movie stars and personalities. I remember Buddy Besen, John Ford, Dom 
Deloise, Art Carney. Jackie Kennedy had a big party there for the mayor. All 
the waiters and service people had to wear white gloves. She was very nice to 
the crew. 







 I returned to Portland and worked for a while at Sears Roebuck, then 
Doernbecher woodworking plant which was a barrel factory and box factory. I 
went in to Roberts Fine Foods and they wanted me to come back to work as a 
bartender which I did. Later I started cooking and tending bar and did this for 
15 years. A man would buy bars and he and I would build up the business, then 
he would sell the bar. When he’d buy another bar, I’d go back to work and we’d 
do it all over again. Seven bars in all. At age 55 I went into security work for 
the largest bank in Portland. I was a captain over three lieutenants, six sergeants, 
and about 50 more workers. I took care of my mother until she died in 1987. 
Although I came close three times, I never married. Now, the reunion people 
are my extended family, and I live from reunion to reunion.  
 
John A. Schlichting, F2/c 
St. Paul, MN 
 
 I was born on July 6, 1924 in St. Paul, MN where I lived my entire life 
so far. I was an only child. I went into the Navy from Minneapolis on June 1, 
1943 as a selective volunteer. I attended M/M school in Wahpeton, ND, for four 
months. I reported aboard the DD-526 in January 1944 in San Francisco as a 
F2/c and stayed that rate the entire time. I wasn’t aboard the ship at Kiska and 
Attu.  
 I remember when we bombarded the Wewak area one night, we were 
sitting in the handling room, talking before shelling, and my nerves got to me. 
We talked about getting fired on, hitting a mine, and I couldn’t lift the powder 
casing up to the gun. After security, they took me to the doctor and he gave me 
something to calm me down. One time, running to general quarters, I dropped 
my diary on the deck, and after recovering it, Lt. Hoeffer summoned me to the 
ward room, and chewed me out. I remember when we were in Sydney, Australia 
on R&R, and one night all alone, I got chased by four of the biggest Aussi 
soldiers there were. I must have said something and they came after me.  
 My battle station was the No. 2 handling room on a 5-inch gun. At 
abandon ship, I just jumped overboard after forgetting to tell the magazine to 
get out. Max Davis knows this. I had my shoes on and a fireman from NY 
named Leggio swam with me. I think a Jap plane made one pass with its guns. 
I was picked up by the DD-570, the Claxton, which we were circling when we 
hit. I guess I was transferred to the Pinkney and sailed back to Hollandia where 
we went back to San Francisco on the Lurline after a stop in Brisbane. 
 I had a survivor’s leave, then six months at the San Diego destroyer base 








Prairie (AD-15) and brought this back to Mare Island. I was shipped to the 
Great Lakes for discharge on March 1, 1946. I remember Max Davis and Jim 
Amis in the fireroom, also Wayne Costley, fireman, second class, Wayne 
Bostwick, seaman, first class, and Adrianoff, water tender, third class, from 
Alaska.  
 I went to Macalester College here in St. Paul for four years and got a 
B.A. I was a history and political science major. I worked for two years for 
contractor P. Roll on the McDonough Housing Project in St. Paul. I spent 15 
years in general receipts at Standard Oil in Minneapolis. I severed as I didn’t 
want to move to Kansas City. Then I spent 21 years with B.W. Harris 
Manufacturing Company in accounting. I retired in 1988. I married my wife on 
July 31, 1948 and we have been together for 43 years. We have five children: 
four boys and one daughter. My wife retired from the city school cafeteria 
system after 14 years. One son is a bank guard for Northwest Bank in 
Minneapolis. He has three sons. Our second son works for IBM and has three 
children as well. Our daughter has no children. Our son Ron was 19 when he 
was killed by a drunk driver. Because of this event, we have become very 
involved in Mothers Against Drunk Drivers (MADD). Our youngest son works 
for UNISYS in St. Paul and has two children. 
 
Marvin Schmidt, TM3/c 
Melbourne, FL 
 
 I was born December 27, 1916 in Dayton, OH. I grew up in, which my 
wife says is debatable. I graduated in 1935. I have two sisters. I am the in-
between. In March 1942, to avoid the draft, I enlisted in the Navy at 
Indianapolis. I trained in boot camp in the Great Lakes. Then I went to Rhode 
Island for advanced torpedomen’s school, and then was assigned to the Abner 
Read when it was commissioned in Bethlehem Shipyards in San Francisco as a 
torpedoman third class. After the Attu and Kiska campaign, I was transferred 
to sub service and was put off at Adak to report to the USS Gato (SS-212), and 
went back to sea from Mare Island.  
 When the fantail was shot off right after I got off the Abner Read, there 
was a mix-up in my papers and they listed me as killed in action. My obituary 
was published in the newspaper in Dayton, OH. Then the next day they printed 
a retraction. I plan to bring with me a copy of this obituary. My mother was not 
even notified. Luckily, I had called her when I was transferred off the ship so 
she knew pretty well that I had not been killed. When they put me off at Adak 
they said, “Here’s your transfer papers, you get there the best you can.” Guess 







I could have gone up in the hills and nobody would have known I was gone. Of 
course, I went to San Francisco and got on the Gato and went back out to se. It 
was interesting that I had the chance to visit the Abner Read down in New 
Guinea. My sub pulled up and there was the Abner Read. I went over and said 
hello to the guys. This was just before it was sunk. Later, I was put off the Gato 
in Leyte for reassignment, but since the war was over, I was sent home for 
discharge in December 1945. I can remember one shipmate named Jorgenson 
as we were torpedomen together. 
 I went back to Dayton after discharge and returned to my old trade as a 
printer. I married in May 1946 and our one and only daughter was born in 1947. 
She made me a grandfather in 1969. We moved to Miami in 1953 and I changed 
to the post office in 1965. I delivered mail in Miami Springs for 16 years and 
with my service time, I retired on December 31, 1982. Before we were married 
my wife served three years in the Coast Guard as a Spar. She served in the Spars 
from February 1943 to December 1945. She was a Link Trainer Operator for 
pilots stationed in the Coast Guard Air Station in St. Petersburg FL. She did 
boot camp in Hunter College, NY, and took link training in Atlanta. I met her 
when she was 16 and I was 21. After the war, I chased her eight years before 
she caught me. Our mothers lived just two doors from each other, so when we 
each came home from service, we met again. All of her boyfriends were married 
and all of my girlfriends were married, so there wasn’t anybody else left. She 
worked in recreation and preschool for 23 years. We are really only semi-retired 
as we drive for Budget Ren-A-Car part time to earn money for traveling. We 
take off every chance we get to pursue our favorite pastime of square dancing 
which we have done for 34 years.  
 
Fred W. Settle, SOM2/c 
San Diego, CA 
 
 I was born in Portland, OR on January 30, 1925. I was raised in Portland 
and Oakland, OR. My family included one sister and four brothers. My naval 
career started with my enlistment on June 10, 1942 at Roseburg, OR. I attended 
boot camp in San Diego, followed by sonar operators and material schools at 
the US Naval Station in San Diego. I graduated as a sonar man third class. My 
first ship assignment was the USS Abner Read (DD-526). I was a plank owner 
at her commissioning on February 5, 1942. I achieved the rating of SOM2/c 
while on the Attu, Kiska cruise.  
 The night the ship hit the mine at Kiska, I was standing sonar watch. 








opposite the captain’s sea cabin. There was no indication of any torpedo noise 
on the sonar equipment prior to the explosion. My first thought was the ship 
had run aground. My general quarters station was the captain’s JA phone talker 
which let me in on the know of all the action of the bridge and ship. The attempts 
to rescue people in the water, the damage control action to save the ship, and 
finally, the Read being taken under tow.  
 I returned with the ship to Bremerton for repairs. I especially remember 
the city of Sitka, AK, and the trip through the Inland Passage. I remember 
sleeping on the grates in the fireroom to keep warm at night, catching and 
cooking salmon on hot plates on the deck, and the taste of eating them almost 
before they stopped wriggling. The beauty of the Inland Passage and the trip to 
the Bremerton shipyard is something I will always remember. On November 
22, 1943 while the Read was under repair, I married my wife in Seattle. 
 I remained aboard the Abner Read until about the middle of September 
1944. Just a little over a month before she was sunk, I was sent to Chicago to 
attend an electronics school at Herzl College. Upon graduation, I was assigned 
to a new destroyer, the USS Hauk (DD-702). The Hauk was assigned duty in 
the South Pacific. I remained on board until after the finish of WWII. On March 
12, 1946 I was discharged from the US Navy as a sonar man first class at San 
Pedro, CA. The shipmate I remember most is Ken Slater, another ping jockey 
with whom I shared so many sonar watches from the cold of the Aleutians, to 
the heat of the South Pacific. Ken was the best man at my wedding in Seattle. 
We have kept track of each other, our careers, and families since the days of the 
USS Abner Read. 
 The electronic training I obtained while in the Navy shaped my future 
career. I started a federal civil service career in electronics at the electronics 
offices of the US Naval Station in San Diego in 1946 and retired from the Naval 
Electronics Engineering Center Southwest 31 years later, still in San Diego. My 
wife and I as of this November, will have been married 47 years. We have two 
daughters and one grandchild. Being married while the Abner Read was under 
repair at Bremerton and spending our honeymoon in Port Orchard across the 
bay means that this year’s reunion will have a very special meaning for both of 
us. 
  







Samuel Riley Shannon, SOM3/c 
Colorado Springs, CO 
 
 I was born on July 8, 1920. I grew up in eastern Colorado, east of 
Colorado Springs. Our family consisted of four girls and two boys. I was the 
youngest. I enlisted on December 12, 1941 in Colorado Springs because of the 
bombing of Pearl Harbor. The date I entered into active service, I went to the 
US Naval Training Station in San Diego. I was in Company 41-172. We got our 
clothing and small stores. Then, companies 41-172 and 41-173 were transferred 
to open Balboa. I was there until I was transferred on January 14, 1942 to the 
USS Casco, a seaplane tender in Puget Sound Naval Yard at Bremerton. 
 After shakedown, we went to Attu in the Aleutian Islands. We were the 
only ship there and had gotten word to get out. From there, we went back to 
Dutch Harbor, AK. The Japs bombed Dutch Harbor and they landed on Attu, 
Kiska, and Adak. We were sent back to Atka to fuel, and supply bombs for the 
PBY’s. Later, we had gotten hit by a torpedo and were towed back to the Puget 
Sound Naval Yard to get patched up. We were then sent back to the Aleutians 
to run the Japs off of all the Aleutian Islands. 
 On October 29, 1943, I was transferred from the Casco to sound school 
in San Diego. After sound school, I was transferred to the USS Abner Read, as 
best as I can recall, on December 4, 1943. I believe in San Francisco. After she 
was repaired, we went for a short shakedown to the South Pacific and on down 
to Australia where we spent eleven wonderful days. The four of us, Paul Jones, 
Francis Brittain, Ken Henke, and I were together most of the time. I do believe 
everybody had a good time. Lots of funny things happened there.  
 After leaving Australia, we went to Leyte Gulf. On November 1, 1944, 
in Leyte Gulf, the Japs and their kamikaze planes got us. I was on sound gear 
when the attack occurred. The hole that the bomb left was big and the ship sank 
fast. To stay alive, I jumped overboard. I was picked up by a destroyer, but I 
don’t remember the name or number. I went back to the USA and went on leave.  
 After leave, I was assigned to the USS YP-517, a converted yacht. It 
was a refrigerator ship but was used for police duty on Guam. I was on it until 
September 15, 1945 when I had accumulated enough points to get out of the 
Navy. I was sent to Shoemaker, CA on December 10, 1945 for discharge. After 
the war I decided to go into construction as s cement mason. I was married on 
April 19, 1947 to my wife. We have lived in Colorado Springs for 44 years. We 
have three children and two grandchildren. Since retiring, my wife and I spend 









James Daniel Shirey, WT3/c 
Humansville, MO 
 
 I was born January 12, 1916 on a small farm near Dunnegan, MO, Polk 
County, sixteen miles northwest of the county seat of Bolivar. I grew up in Polk 
County, and went to school in Dunnegan and Rose Bud communities, and 
became a Christian. I was an only child and took my elementary schooling in a 
one-room country school. One teacher, teaching eight grade classes, five days 
a week, eight months a year. When I was seventeen-years-old, I had never left 
the state of Missouri, and had only been in five counties before joining the Navy 
on September 4, 1941.  
 I joined the Navy because some of my friends has been enlisted in the 
Army, and I didn’t think I would care for Army life. I had wanted to join the 
Navy when I completed high school, but my mother would not sign the 
enlistment papers. I took my boot training at Great Lakes Naval Training Center 
near Chicago. Passing my aptitude test, I went to Ford Motor Company for 
machinist mate training. I came back to Great Lakes and was transferred to 
Treasure Island and shipped out to Pearl Harbor for duty. I was at Great Lakes 
when the Japs attacked Pearl Harbor. I spent several weeks at Pearl working on 
the West Virginia and Oklahoma battleships getting them ready for service 
again. The West Virginia was still on the bottom. I never went below main deck, 
but she had probably two decks above the water line. I was told that they were 
still finding bodies on her while I was working on her. I didn’t belong to the 
ship’s company at Pearl, so my bunk did not have mosquito netting on it. It was 
almost impossible to get any rest for the mosquitos, so I volunteered for a ship 
to get away from them. 
 I was assigned to the USS Blue (DD-387) She was a 1700-ton destroyer 
with four 5-inch guns, two closed turrets forward, and two open mounts aft. She 
also had some 20mm guns, torpedo tubes, and depth charges. I went aboard 
April 23, 1942 and stayed aboard until we had to scuttle her on August 23, 1942. 
She took a torpedo just aft of the No. 4 gun and was still in the water. The Japs 
were coming in the end of the passageway to Guadalcanal, so she went to rest 
in Iron Bottom Bay with so many others. The USS Blue was assigned to the 
fleet. We ran with the Australian cruisers HMAS Canbarra and HMAS 
Shropshire, the destroyer HMAS Arunta, another Australian destroyer, and an 
Australian gun boat. American light cruisers were Nashville, Phoenix, and 
Boise. American destroyers were USS Patterson, USS Tuller, USS Bennett, 
USS Jarvis, USS Bagley, USS Wilson, USS Helms, and the USS Ralph Talbot. 
There were more, but I don’t remember their names or numbers. 







 The Blue was on patrol not far from the Battle of Savo Island. We were 
close enough to hear the shooting, but too far to reach it before the Japs had left. 
The battle lasted thirty-two minutes and left us with the Astoria, Quincy, and 
Vincennes sunk. All were heavy cruisers. The Chicago got her bow blown off. 
I can’t remember, but I think we escorted the Chicago to Australia for repair. 
The Blue and Ralph Talbot missed the Midway battle by about seven hours. We 
were on our way to the fleet, escorting a tanker of plane fuel, when the battle 
occurred. We joined the fleet during darkness, and I saw my first camouflaged 
ship the next morning. It was the light cruiser San Juan. I never saw so many 
guns as she had, large and small. The Blue also escorted transports of supplies 
into Guadalcanal from New Caledonia after the Marines landed on 
Guadalcanal. I forgot to mention that the Blue was in the task force of 50,000 
Marines from New Zealand. A sight I shall never forget – ships as far as you 
could see in any direction. 
 After the Blue was sunk, the Manley and Henky took us to New Hebrides 
Islands for about a week’s stay for transportation to Sydney, Australia. The Blue 
crew was put on a troop transport with 500 Jap prisoners and sent to Sydney 
where we were placed on the USS Dobbin, a destroyer supply ship. Then we 
were sent to Treasure Island at the San Francisco Receiving Base. I was aboard 
the Dobbin about two weeks. I don’t remember the name of the ship on which 
I came back to the states. The crew told me that it was a banana boat that was 
formerly used to haul bananas and beautiful senoritas from South America. 
Anyway, it was different from anything I had been on. It had stairways between 
decks with a landing midway with big mirrors. It had a ballroom with 
chandeliers with a bar. I was told there was also a swimming pool. However, I 
never left too far from my quarters so I’m not sure about that. I went aboard the 
USS Blue as a third class fireman and left it as a third class fireman. Somehow, 
the regular Navy didn’t care too much about us V-6 Reserves that were just 
getting to the fleet. We caught more than our share of mess cooking and bilge 
cleaning, and it was hard for me to keep my nose clean, for I had an officer that 
seemed to make me miserable, no matter how hard I tried. 
 I got back to Treasure Island from my survivor’s leave the fore part of 
January 1943 and was assigned to the Abner Read on February 5, 1943. 
Evidently, I knew I was going to be assigned to her for I went to see her 
commissioned on February 3, 1943. I stayed with her until she was sunk. I went 
aboard a third class fireman and made third class water tender. For some 
unforeseen reason, I just didn’t do too well when it came to getting my rates. I 
studied my work books and worked at whatever there was to do, whether it was 








corner and took a nap then in turn. When it came time for rates, he got the rate 
and I got to do more dirty work. I couldn’t say anything then, but I can express 
myself now. I just wasn’t cut out for that type of life. I read my bible and held 
my temper, for if I had protested, it wouldn’t have helped anyway. Evidently 
someone saw me reading my bible for there was a poem put in the Abner Read 
newsletter talking about me reading the 2third Psalm. Maybe I was a loner, for 
I took my liberty by myself. I kept to myself pretty much for I didn’t gamble. 
The only ones I knew well were the ones I stood watch with and the ones whose 
bunks were close to mine. I don’t think I was self-centered, or at least I don’t 
think I was. I have always tried to treat everyone alike, black, or white, or 
yellow, or red. Ever since childhood I have felt that each of us has a soul and 
God loves us each and every one, and we should love one another. 
 I lost everything I had three times while I was in the Navy. First with 
the Blue, then when Little Abner had her mishap in the Aleutians. There were 
three bars of soap, and a wristwatch full of oil and water, and no bunk. Then 
when Little Abner sunk, I didn’t even have a hat for I lost it in the water. Strange 
as it may seem, all three times my ships were hit or sunk, I have been on watch 
or general quarters. I have one little scar on my right wrist about an inch and a 
half long. I got it when Little Abner was sunk. Never knew when it happened 
until I was picked up out of the water by a sailor aboard the Claxton. I think it 
was Gus Griffin discovered the blood. However, I was excited and I’m not sure. 
I was so glad to be picked up I don’t think I had any feelings. This was the only 
wound I got while in the Navy. 
 Going back to the Kiska experience, the ship broke off at the bulkhead 
behind my bunk. I was on watch on the check valves on the No. 1 boiler at the 
time. I was on the No. 2 watch. Watches No. 2 and No. 3 brought the ship back 
to Bremerton, behind the tugboat Oriole. The first watch went on a thirty-day 
leave. My watch got twenty-three days leave and, if I remember right, the third 
watch got twenty-nine days leave. An emergency rudder was welded on the 
back of the ship and was operated by blocks to steer Abner. We came down 
through the Inland Passage to Puget Sound to Bremerton. I can’t remember, but 
I think it took us 19 days to make the trip. I spent my time when not on watch, 
watching the scenery and watching for animals and birds along the shoreline.  
 I went aboard the USS Enterprise at Bremerton and visited a couple of 
hometown boys. I got lost coming out of the quarters where they stayed. My 
but it was big in comparison to poor Little Abner! I also got wet every time I 
went to Seattle on liberty. I tasted my first venison while we were at Bremerton. 
A shipfitter had been deer hunting and was boasting about his deer, and I 
persuaded him out of a deer steak sandwich. On our way back to Bremerton, 







we had the No. 1 fireroom looking like it had never been used. When we left 
Bremerton, I fell back to my regular old routine of checking water on the No. 1 
boiler in the No. 1 fireroom. Same fellows on watch. Battle station, same as 
before. Harold Denny and Mack McHarney were my watch captains. Denny 
was boilermaker, first class, and McHarney was water tender, first class. Harold 
Landis tended blowers. Deak and Cosgroves were on burners and I was on 
checks. Gil Hal Williams and another fireman joined the burner team and I can’t 
remember who joined me on the water check valves.  
 When we left Bremerton, we went to San Francisco for shakedown 
cruise and in April, we headed back to the Southwest Pacific for unfinished 
business with the Japs. We first bombarded Jap installations off Humboldt Bay, 
Hollandia, Wewak, and the northwest coast of New Guinea. I didn’t see much 
of what went on, for my battle station was in the No. 1 boiler room. The thing 
that stands out most was escorting the Nashville back to the Philippines and 
seeing MacArthur standing on deck smoking his pipe. I happened to be off 
watch and see him go ashore. He didn’t go ashore in a landing barge as the 
newspapers pictured, he went ashore in one of the prettiest motor launches I 
have ever seen. 
 The C.B. sure had company while they were building or restoring the 
airfield at Leyte Bay. The Japs came every night to bomb the field while we 
were patrolling the bay and protecting the tankers, transports, and whatever else 
was with us. It looked like the fourth of July with bombs bursting and the air 
was full of tracer bullets. After the Japs left, the lights came back on and 
everybody went back to work. I forgot to say we run aground at the Bay of 
Burma and damaged both screws on coral reefs. We sent to drydock in Milne 
Bay in New Guinea for 60 days for replacement. We then joined the task force. 
I went on a swimming party in Milne Bay and the tide taught eleven of us and 
was taking us to sea. The ship sent a motor whale boat after us and I think I was 
more frightened then than being in battle.  
 There were only three of us reached our battle stations in the forward 
fireroom when the ship got hit at Leyte: Harold Denny, Hal Williams, and 
myself. When they passed the word to abandon ship, I was on the check valves 
on the upper level. I called down below to Denny and Williams but they didn’t 
hear me. I never knew this until I went to see Williams a couple of years ago. 
Luckily, someone else went down and checked to see that all was secured. I 
came up the ladders on the starboard side and started around the forward deck 
house. The No. 1 gun was shooting at our torpedoes loose in the water. I had to 
wait for them to stop shooting. Hot shells were coming out one end and 
concussion on the other. There was no way around and the ship was afire behind 
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me. It probably wasn’t a long wait, but it seemed a long time. I came down the 
port side to the boat davits and climbed down the side of the ship. By this time, 
the ship was taking a heavy list to the starboard side. I lit on the keel plate about 
knee deep in the water. I shoved off and swam for all there was in me because 
oil was already burning at the stern of the ship. I joined a seaman by the name 
of Clark who had no life jacket. I pulled mine off and spread it on the water. 
We both curled up on it and hooked our chins over each other’s shoulders until 
a doughnut came floating by. We swam to it, but it had no bottom. We crawled 
astraddle it and hung our feet down in the water. By this time, the main body of 
the ship’s company was seventy-five yards away. We sat on the doughnut and 
watched the Japs strafe them in the water.  
We also saw Little Abner turn on her side, leaving only her bottom 
visible. Then an explosion, and I saw one of her rib beams go out of sight over 
our heads. Later, I saw it just before it fell into the sea. From then on, we could 
count the bulkheads give way as she stood on her stern and as each bulkhead 
gave way, she sank to her grave. When the bow went under, it seemed an empty 
world, for all the other ships left us for fear they would catch one of our 
torpedoes. A tug and a destroyer soon came back and picked up the survivors. 
I believe the destroyer was the USS Claxton. 
I went aboard the Pinkney for transportation to Australia. My duty there 
was to carry trays to sick bay to the injured. There was about a dozen of us and 
we had to eat first, then carry trays to the wards. We couldn’t have eaten 
afterwards for the burned flesh smelled so bad. Some of those poor fellows 
wanted us to feed them, but that was the corpsman’s job, and we would have 
never got through if we had to stop to wait on them. The Pinkney landed us in 
Sydney, and we went by train to North Australia. I can’t remember the name of 
the city. Anyway, we saw banana plantations and corn fields about waist high 
in December. We caught the Lurline there. There were four or five ships’ 
companies of survivors aboard and it was a large ship. I stood fire watch near 
the chapel, close to the galley. We landed in San Francisco at one of the docks. 
The Red Cross met us with milk and doughnuts and a band to welcome us home. 
It was great to be stateside, but I couldn’t keep from crying while the band 
played because of thoughts of the shipmates I’d never see again. I still think of 
them for some went to the hospital and I never knew if they lived or not. I ran 
into a shipmate in Long Beach one time, he was of my first ship, the USS Blue. 
Honest, I thought I was dreaming because I believed he was dead. 
Back to landing at San Francisco We were taken by bus to an isolated 
camp surrounded by a chain fence with barbed wire around the top of the fence. 
There were armed guards on the gates. We were under quarantine for 21 days. 
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Nothing to read, no mail, no telephone calls. I had not been able to write home 
for three weeks before going into the Philippines and three weeks there without 
writing my wife or my parents. They knew something had happened but I 
couldn’t let them know anything. It was the longest time doing nothing I have 
ever spent in my life. I actually thought I was going crazy. We would get up, 
eat chow, clean up, then lay on the bunk all day with nothing to do. Next day, 
the same old story. After quarantine we went to Treasure Island for transfer and 
thirty days leave. I was sent to San Diego after my leave to report to a ship that 
had never existed. I was transferred to Terminal Island, then to San Pedro to 
Harbor Craft. I spent thirty days on a Navy tug. Then it became overpopulated 
and I was transferred to a garbage scow. This sounds like a dirty, filthy job, but 
really, it was the best duty I had in the Navy. I eventually got to be ship’s cook 
with every night liberty. In the meantime, I had sent for my wife and I could be 
home with her every night. The ship’s cook got drunk so many times, the 
skipper shipped him out. I had cooked a meal or two before he left, so that’s 
how I got the job. I must not have done too bad a job, for my mother taught me 
how to cook, and I had batched and worked for a poultry hatchery for about a 
year before joining the Navy. 
The garbage scow went all over Los Angeles harbor picking up the 
garbage which was dumped in bins up forward. Then we took it out several 
miles and dumped every day. I was stationed at Target Repair base for five 
months. While there, one day on our run of the harbor, we pulled up to a brand-
new destroyer like the Abner Read and I inquired who the skipper was. Would 
you believe who it was? My old executive officer, Mr. Hoeffer, was the captain. 
I asked permission to come aboard, and I believe he was as glad to see me as I 
was to see him. After that came the end of the war and I was transferred to 
Lambert Field at St. Louis. I waited two weeks there for my discharge and was 
discharged October 1, 1945, serving my country for four years and 28 days. 
You asked about old shipmates. I remember Joe Cooksey from 
Magnolia, AR. I served on both ships with Joe but his name has never been on 
the ship’s roster. Neither has the seaman who I joined in the water when Abner 
sank. His last name was Clark and I think he was a second class seaman. I don’t 
know his first name nor where he was from. I went to see Allen Cash’s father 
when I was in St. Louis when I was discharged. He refused to believe Allen 
was dead. He said he would come home someday. There are five Abner 
shipmates in Missouri. Six, counting me. I have been to see three of them. One 
has come to see me. Also, Throgmorton from Illinois and Sam and Dotty 
McQueen stopped off for a short visit last year while on a trip to Kansas City. 








newscast and am so thankful for modern technology that made it quick and so 
few casualties. 
 I came home with the idea that I would go back to farming, but modern 
machinery and new developments pushed me into bankruptcy. I had saved four 
head of work horses and all my now obsolete farm machinery and a good Model 
A ford car. I married my wife when I had been in the Navy two years. She was 
a farm girl and we both looked forward to getting back on the farm, but times 
had changed. Practically no one worked horses. My horses were soft and I spent 
more time resting them than I did working. I couldn’t produce enough. The 
tractor and combine farming took over. Cropping practices had changed. Grain 
was not profitable. Wet years and dry years soon put me out of business. 
 I started working first for a feed store, then a hammer mill, and mixing 
feed. Then, to a country store. Then in 1952 I got a job with Coca Cola Bottling 
Company at Bolivar, MI. I bottled for twenty years, then the company put in a 
larger faster machine. I fought that monster for five years, and found it was too 
much responsibility. I quit Coca Cola and went to Humansville High School as 
custodian and finished my social security with eight years’ service. I bought a 
60-acre acreage for a place to live, keeping a few cattle. I had timber for wood 
and post material, a few chickens, and a good garden spot. My wife had been 
making craft work for perhaps 15 years, so I decided to make a woodcraft, and 
began buying a few tools. So, we bought a used International pickup and a 15-
foot travel trailer. We crafted for about three years. My wife took cancer, 
lingered three years, and passed away. 
 We had three children, two passed away at childbirth. We have one son. 
He works as a salesman. Grandpa has three beautiful granddaughters. After my 
wife passed away, I was the most miserable man. I lived on a farm by myself. 
No one came, and seldom did the telephone ring. The dog and cat couldn’t’ 
speak English, although the dog certainly tried. Six months after my wife died, 
I remarried to the first steady date I had. I was her first boyfriend. Her husband 
had a heart-attack five years previous. She, like myself, was very lonely and we 
felt we knew each other pretty well for we had grown up in the same 
neighborhood and even went to the same school a short time. My wife has a son 
and three grandsons. I have been through two ship sinkings, and one damaged, 
two tractor accidents, two chainsaw accidents, one of these I felled a tree on 
myself, and now one major surgery. With never a broken bone and very few 
bruises and sprains. The Lord has taken good care of me. I’m quite sure it was 
too much for just luck. 
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Kenneth Slater, SOM3/c 
Bella Vista, AZ 
In Freeborn County, MN, I was born August 20, 1921 on a farm where 
I lived until 1933 when we moved to Alberta Lea, MN. My family consists of 
a mother, father, two brothers, two sisters, and two foster sisters. I enlisted in 
Mankato, MN in 1940. I thought war was in the making, and if not, I wanted to 
see more of the world besides Minnesota. I was in boot camp at the Great Lakes 
Training Center. After boot camp, I went to the main air field at Jacksonville, 
FL. Then to Cecile Field, Jacksonville. I was then transferred to PC-549 and 
then sent to sonar school in Key West, FL, making sonar man, third class. The 
PC-549 operated between Trinidad and Newfoundland. The PC-549 went 
through the Panama Canal to San Diego, where I was transferred to the Abner 
Read which was being commissioned at the Bethlehem Steel ship building in 
San Francisco I came aboard as a sonar man, third class. 
We operated with the fleet at Attu. In Kiska Harbor, we made a run into 
the harbor and struck a mine. They had dogged the watch, much to everyone’s 
displeasure. If that had not happened, I would have been asleep in the 
compartment that was hit. We were taken in tow and went to Adak, then to 
Dutch Harbor, then to Bremerton Shipyard, where I was given a 14-day leave. 
While the ship was being repaired in Bremerton, I was privileged to be best man 
for Fred Settle when he married. We had a shakedown up and down the west 
coast, then to San Francisco where we picked up submariners, and then on to 
Pearl Harbor. We operated in the islands in the South Pacific and made a trip to 
Australia for screw repair. I was then transferred back to San Diego for sonar 
refresher course. I then went to the Seventh Fleet Command on Manus Island. 
From Manus we went to Samara, and then to Subic Bay where I remained until 
the war ended. I was not on the ship when it was sunk. After the war was over, 
I transferred to Pearl Harbor where I was captain of the fire station for six 
months. Then I was sent back to San Diego Sonar School where I taught until I 
was discharged in December 1946. 
I married my wife in 1947 in Albert Lea, MN. I worked at Queen Stove 
as a tool maker. In 1950, I was called back for the Korean War, but as luck 
would have it, we operated in the Mediterranean on the Robert K. Huntington, 
a 2200 class destroyer. I was in the Navy this time for about two years. After 
discharge I returned to my family and work. In 1953 we moved to Mankato, 
MN where I worked as a foreman for Denison-Johnson Fishing Reels. I worked 
there until I retired in 1984. At that time, I was production manager and plant 
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superintendent. We moved to Bella Vista, AZ in June 1988. We love it here but 
do miss our two daughters and two grandchildren in Minnesota.  
Roy O. Smith, S1/c 
Lilburn, GA 
I was born on April 30, 1925 in Rockdale County, Conyers, GA. I got 
to the ship in California and was on the USS Abner Read when a Jap plane 
flew into it and sank it. I was in the shower and never had a chance to get my 
gun which was right behind the smoke stack. I came out, grabbed a life jacket, 
they had them all piled up to re-issue them, and jumped overboard. I stayed 
in the ocean under some bad conditions until I was picked up by a ship 
that was nearby. I later changed to another ship and came home. I was 
discharged in 1946. 
After discharge I went to Molar Barber College in Atlanta, GA and for 
20 years had a barber shop in Conyers, GA. Also, during that time, I was in 
carpet sales and installation for Smith & McCord carpet Company, Jenny Lane, 
Lilburn, GA. I had open heart surgery in 1977 with complications. I took 
hepatitis from the blood they gave me during surgery which left me with a 
damaged liver and sugar diabetes. I have not been very good since and have 
been on disability. I sold my shop and carpet business some time ago. I married 
my wife, who is also from Lilburn, in 1952. She worked for Dekalb County 
Board of Education. We have three children and four grandchildren. I remember 
Edward Smith because he was from Conyers. Jack Smith, no relation to either 
one, from Kentucky has been to see me. He says I saved his life by letting him 
hang on to me. He did not get a life jacket. I don’t remember it but I will take 
his word for it. He should know. My medication that I was taking affected my 
memory and names. I don’t get in crowds or I would come to reunions but I feel 
close to anybody who was a shipmate. We were like a family. 
Todd Swaro, BM2/c 
Toledo, OH 
I was born in Sugar Creek, OH, on December 15, 1924, and moved to 
Toledo at the age of two. I was the youngest of five children: three sisters and 
a brother. I joined the Navy Reserves in Toledo on January 8, 1940 and 
requested active duty. As for why, there is a lot you don’t know at age 15, 
maybe it was to see the world. I went on active duty in about July 1940 and was 
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assigned to the heavy cruiser Minneapolis at Pearl Harbor as an apprentice 
seaman. We operated mostly with a carrier task force. We were outside Pearl 
Harbor in visual contact with Aloha Tower during the attack on December 7, 
1941. We participated in the Coral Sea Battle, the Midway Battle, the landings 
on the Solomon Islands and other lesser engagements. While I was aboard, I 
served as a trainer on the 1/1” pom-pom guns on the stern of the ship. I 
remember that one of the battleships, maybe the Utah, was turned upside down 
and a hole was cut in the bottom of it and we retrieved ammunition from it. 
 The only way you could get leave during those times was to transfer to 
new construction, which I did, and after a short leave home, I came aboard the 
Abner Read as a cox’n. I don’t remember the date, but she had not been 
activated yet. I stayed aboard until we had to abandon ship. I was part of the 
first division and my battle station was trainer on the No. 1, 5-inch, .38. At the 
time of the mine explosion I was a boatswain’s mate, second class. We helped 
get swimmers out of the water and fixed up the mess hall for victims. We also 
turned the wardroom into a hospital of sorts. Vreeland had been hanging on to 
the smoke screen generator and got a lot of lung damage from the smoke. J.P 
Kray was on there with him. I was on the Abner Read while it was being towed 
back to Bremerton. 
 In Leyte at the time of abandoning ship, I jumped off the bow. We 
swam, three of us, toward the tug because we felt it wasn’t quite the target for 
bombers as one of the regular ships. One of our three did not have a life jacket 
so he was taken aboard a boat that was picking up swimmers. Jack Vreeland 
and I swam to the Claxton, finally, and climbed a cargo net to get on deck. Then, 
went aboard the Pinkney. The people who were injured seriously we kept on 
topside, but it was covered over, like an open-air place that went down the 
middle of the ship, until the patients could be stabilized. Below deck they had 
like a regular hospital. To get from one end of the ship to the other, we had to 
walk through the upper deck between rows of wounded. Those pharmacists 
where exhausted, so they grabbed whoever they could and say “here hold this,” 
or “hold that.” The smell of burned flesh was so bad you wanted to hold your 
breath as you walked through the area. On one end of the ship they had a 
geedunk stand, a soda fountain, so to get there you hand to walk through this 
area and someone would usually grab you to help them. 
 They had a big stack of bodies on the back of the ship and I didn’t realize 
what they were. The bodies were wrapped up in canvas and sewn. I was sitting 
on these, what I thought were potato sacks. Some guy came up to me and said, 
“Do you realize what you are sitting on?” I said “No, I didn’t pay any attention.” 








At dusk, they would put them on a slab bar and with a flag over top and they 
would slide the bodies into the sea. 
 I came back to the states on the Lurline. I had a real good duty station 
on that ship. The crew of the ship had their own mess where they had first class 
quality food. Two or three of us were assigned to keep the rest of the people out 
of that mess, but we got first food and everything was first class because of 
where we were working. My best friend was Jack, “Shaky Jake” Vreeland, 
torpedoman. We took most of our liberties together. He is no longer with us. I 
remember Roeske, McKuen, and there were several others I remembered. There 
was a Patterson. I don’t know what ever happened to him. He used to go on 
shore with us. I remember Ortiz who was burned pretty bad and a guy named 
Doetcher.  
 I was married in June 1945 to a school friend. We have one child and 
one grandchild. We were divorced in 19643 and I’ve been single since then. 
After being discharged from the Navy on September 19, 1945, I worked as an 
apprentice tool designer for Chevrolet-Toledo. I quite that job after a couple of 
years to take an apprenticeship as a sheet metal worker. I retired in 1978 because 
of a back injury. I am comfortable in retirement and able to do most anything I 
want to do. 
 
Norman Throgmorton, Jr., F1/c 
Carterville, IL 
 
 I was born in Herrin, IL on September 15, 1924. In April of 1927, my 
dad bought a 38-acre farm one mile southeast of the Herrin city limits. I went 
to a country grade school and then to Herrin High School. I started milking 
cows when I was 8-years-old and walking behind a horse-drawn plow when I 
was 11-years-old. I had three sisters and one brother. Although I was drafted in 
January of 1943, I had a school deferment until May to finish high school. 
School was out on May 28, and on June 3, 1943, I and my class of 1943 were 
sent to Chicago for induction. I did not take my seven day leave so I went 
directly to Great Lakes for my boot camp training. We only had seven weeks 
of boot camp then. I had signed for machinist mate school, so I was sent to 
Wahpeton, ND for a 16-week course. From August 19, 1943 to December 11, 
1943, I was in Company 2-44. Some of the other shipmates in this company 
were John Schlichting, Frank Trosper, Hal Williams, and R.W. Vanselon. 
 I went to Shoemaker, CA on December 23, 1943 and from there to the 
Abner Read on January 6, 1944. I believe there were eight or ten of us that went 
on that same day, but we only stayed the one night and they sent us to Treasure 







Island for about three weeks while the Abner Read made one more training run 
to San Clemente Island. We were called back the day before we went to be 
demagnetized and sent out to the South Pacific. Fireman first class was my 
rating when I went aboard. I was supposed to go in the engine room to be a 
machinist mate, but they had too many in the engine room, so I was placed in 
the No. 1 fireroom. I liked the men on my watch so well, I decided to stay there 
and try to make water tender third class. 
 My battle station was the magazine for the No. 1, 5-inch gun. “Windy” 
Cresap and L.O. Davis were with me there. When we went to the Philippines, 
they put a fourth man with us, but I don’t remember his name. The four of us, 
and the four men in the No. 2 magazine were among the last to be told to 
abandon ship, so we all had to go off the port side on the bow of the ship. The 
bow was up in the air and listing to starboard, so we had to jump out to clear 
the keel, which we could see then. After the last Jap plane was shot down, the 
USS Claxton pulled around and went over to the mattresses on the fantail. The 
Claxton took us in and we went on the Pinkney. We went to Hollandia on the 
Pinkney and were put on the Lurline, which took us to Brisbane, then to Pearl 
Harbor, and on to San Francisco, arriving on December 1, 1944.  
 After my survivor’s leave, I was on Treasure Island until February 16, 
1945. There were about eight or ten of us from the Abner Read sent by troop 
train to Miami, FL for a six-week small craft training course. We finished the 
last of April and got a seven-day leave to go home before being assigned to 
some kind of small craft. I got a tooth infection at home and was put in the 
veterans’ hospital in Marion for thirty days. When I got back to Florida around 
June 1, every one of my shipmates had shipped out and I never saw them again. 
I was assigned to the Navy chow hall boiler rooms there in Miami until August 
11. On August 11, I was assigned to the USS Coates (DE-685). We went to 
Wilmington, NC for Navy Day in 1945 then to a drydock in Charleston, SC for 
a month. We left there around December 1, 1945 and went up the St. John’s 
River to near Green Cove Springs, FL and started decommissioning the Coates. 
We completed it on April 16 and I was transferred to the USS DeLaney from 
April 16 to May 1. On May 1, I went by train bac to the Great Lakes Naval 
Station and was discharged on May 6, 1946. 
 The shipmates I remember best were those on my watch in the No. 1 
fireroom and others that were on other watches or in my sleeping compartment. 
The following were on my watch: “Smitty,” Schmitt or maybe Schmidt, water 
tender, first class, was in charge. James Shirey, water tender, third class, was 
on water check. Don Landis, water tender, first class, was on the blower, L.O. 








was also on the burners. Frank Trosper was in my class at school in North 
Dakota and he was on Treasure Island for the three-week period. He used to 
sing ditty songs to us in the morning while we waited for our day’s assignment. 
I also remember Charles Meyers, machinist’s mate, second class, from the No. 
2 engine room. Our last liberty together was in Sydney. I knew most of the men 
in my sleeping compartment by their last names, and most of those who played 
cards on the P-coat locker which was next to my bunk. 
 After discharge on May 6, 1946, I tried to get a good job around Herrin, 
but this was a depressed area, so I went to Waukegan, IL and worked for Johns 
Manville from June 1947 to September 1948. In September of 1948, I signed 
up for a two-year course in auto mechanics at the David Rankin School of 
Mechanical Trades in St. Louis, MO. I finished the course in March of 1950 
and worked in a service station in Herrin from June 1950 to June 1951 when I 
went to Detroit to get a job with Cadillac Motor Car Company. I worked there 
until February 1954 as an automatic screw machine operator. When the 
hydromantic transmission plant burned down in Livonia they moved our 
machines to the Detroit Transmission plant at Willow Run so I went out there 
until October of 1954. I was laid off there about October 15 and went to work 
for Fort Motor Transmission Plant in Livonia on November 4, 1954. I was hired 
on as an automatic screw machine operator but went to work on a machining 
line making the front clutch and brake drums. In January 1957 I went on salary 
as a production line supervisor. Then in January 1958, I went to the factory 
garage as a garage supervisor. We took care of all the plant equipment plus all 
of the E cars, pool cars and lease cars. I stayed there until I retired on a special 
early retirement on April 30, 1980. 
 I met my wife when I was home on leave in 1945. She was from Herrin 
and knew my younger brother and one of my best friends. When I got home in 
May of 1946 we started dating and were married on May 21, 1947. We will be 
married 44 years on May 21 of this year, 1991. We have one daughter, one son, 
and two grandsons. 
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William A. Tillman, Lt. 
Syracuse, NY 
I was born January 11, 1920 in Watkins Glen, NY. I graduated from 
Watkins Glen High School in 1938. I have two brothers and two sisters. I am 
the oldest. I graduated from the New York State Maritime Academy in 1941. 
Upon graduation I became an ensign in the USNR and worked for Moor-
McCormick Steamship Company until the Navy gave me orders to report to the 
USS Abner Read in San Francisco as assistant engineer officer in January 1943. 
I came aboard as an ensign.  
In Alaska, I was chief engineer officer when the ship was hit, and I 
returned to Bremerton with the ship. I went home to Watkins Glen on leave and 
got married on October 21, 1943. I returned from leave and went on shakedown. 
My battle station was the forward engine room. When the ship was sunk, I was 
picked up by another destroyer. I came back to the states on the SS Lurline. 
After 30 days survivor’s leave, I was assigned as engineer officer to commission 
the USS Hampton (APA-115), an attack transport in Pascagoula, MS. I 
participated in the initial landing of troops in the invasion of Japan. I remained 
aboard the Hampton until I was discharged in December 1945 as a lieutenant.  
After the war, I enrolled in Syracuse University in 1946 and graduated 
with a BS degree in Mechanical Engineering in 1950. I obtained a mechanical 
engineering position with the General Electric Company in Syracuse. I worked 
in the cathode ray tube department and later in the military electronics division. 
I worked on various radar and sonar projects. I remained with GE until 
retirement. My wife retired as a business education teacher. We have been 
married 48 years. We have one daughter, one son, and a grandson. 
Ed Villines, MM1/c 
Sonora, CA 
I was born October 12, 1914, in Tribby, OK. My parents were divorced 
when I was a year or two ol,d and my mother and my sister and I lived with her 
parents until I was 14-years-old. Then my sister and I went to live with my 
father and his parents on their farm at Rosedale, OK. I joined the Marines when 
I was twenty, and spent four years. I was on the USS New Mexico thirteen 
months, then had duty at the Main Gate in Pearl Harbor for fourteen months. 
The rest of my enlistment was at Shore Patrol Headquarters in downtown 
Honolulu. When my enlistment was up in the Marines, I decided to join the 








assigned to the USS McCall. Then I was assigned to the USS Abner Read at 
Treasure Island before it was commissioned. I was a machinist’s mate, second 
class when assigned to the Abner Read.  
I don’t remember much about Attu, but we lost 76 feet of the ship and 
74 men at Kiska. I was in the hospital at Kiska for a week. I got out of the 
hospital in time to be on the Abner Read when it was towed to Bremerton. While 
on the McCall, I met a sailor who asked me if I was related to a girl he knew of 
the same name at the School of the Ozarks in Point Lookout, MO. I didn’t know 
her, but we started writing. When I got leave, she was then working in Tulsa. 
My mother lived about fifty miles from Tulsa, so I went up there to meet her. 
We were married September 25, 1943, 48 years this September. We lived in 
Navy housing in Port Orchard, WA while the Abner Read was being repaired. 
Several of the crew members and their families lived there during that time. 
Thornton Eldridge and his wife, Clarence McCormick and his wife, and others. 
We took a ship to Victoria, British Columbia, with the McCormicks one 
weekend while we were there.  
On November 1, 1944, I was on the throttle in the after engine room 
when we were hit. There was so much smoke, I could hardly breathe. Two 
firemen stayed in the engine room with me. I’m not sure of their names and I 
have always wanted to know for sure who they were. An ensign gave them an 
empty powder can. The three of us went back to the depth charge rack on the 
stern. I took of my shoes and pants. I hung my pants on the depth charge rack 
and put my shoes and socks together neatly, just like I was coming back for 
them. The three of us, with one powder can, jumped off the stern and the USS 
Claxton picked us up.  
From the Claxton, we went to the USS Pinkney which was a cargo, 
hospital, and supply ship. The Pinkney took us to Hollandia where we went 
aboard the Lurline. We went to Australia and picked up wounded, then went to 
San Francisco. I got leave and saw our son for the first time. He was three 
months old when I first saw him. I got shore duty at the repair base at San Diego 
and was discharged at Terminal Island in 1945. I remember that McCormick 
was in the auxiliary room and didn’t know the ship was sinking until he 
happened to come up in time. 
After discharge, I worked at the naval repair base in San Diego until I 
was hired by the State of California as a stationary engineer in the state office 
building in San Francisco. Later, I was transferred to Los Angeles as chief 
engineer and retired after 28 years with the State of California as state office 
building manager. We have five sons. We have nine grandchildren and one 
great-grandchild 







Daryl L. Weathers, SF3/c 
Seal Beach, CA 
 
I was born in Los Angeles on October 23, 1923. I joined the Navy in 
Los Angeles December 12, 1942. I went to Bootcamp at USNTS in San Diego. 
I was transferred to the receiving ship at Treasure Island, San Francisco and 
was then assigned to the Orion detail, a sub tender under construction. At 
muster a short time later, the master at arms announced that the Orion detail 
was moving to barracks No. E, so “fall in right here in one hour with your gear 
lashed in sea going fashion.” In one hour, a truck pulled up, and the master at 
arms yelled, “You ten guys on the end, throw your gear up on that truck.” My 
initial being W, I was one of the first ten. I thought “the real Navy is better than 
boot camp, there, we would have to walk and carry our gear.” We jumped on 
the truck and it went right past barracks E, right out the gate to San Francisco. 
Our first stop was Bethlehem Steel Yard. This was repeated any number of 
times at different locations. About midnight, we got aboard a motor launch and 
the search continued (we first ten guys did not yet know what for) until about 
0400 when through the fog, a grey hulk appeared. We came alongside and, after 
identifying ourselves, the coxswain asked the name of the ship. Someone on the 
gangway watch yelled “Abner Read.” The coxswain said “This is it, you guys, 
climb aboard.” We did. At 0600 the “special sea detail” was stationed and we 
got underway. Once out the Gate, the word was passed that our destination was 
Cold Bay, AK. That is how I met the Abner Read. 
Cold Bay is appropriately named. Our fine ship arrived on schedule, but 
with no foul weather gear aboard, we got about a dozen sweaters and as many 
blankets from an Army installation there. All hands with pea coats brought them 
to the bridge for the lookouts and other topside watches. The khaki colored 
blankets did not look so out of place after they had a coating of ice on them, 
which was most of the time. One dark night, we were moving along with a large 
task force containing several battleships, heavy cruisers, etc. that were equipped 
with bug radar equipment. One of them picked up a distant target. The BB’s 
were firing salvos from the 16” guns, over our heads. The tracers were going 
out of sight over the horizon. They were beautiful as well as an awesome 
display. In the meantime, the DD’s were ordered to make torpedo runs on the 
target at flank speed, on a zig-zag course. There were only a few hundred yards 
separating the DD’s. Visibility was bad. The only thing you could see was the 
phosphorescent wake of the other ships, of which only a few had radar. With 
course changes of 15 degrees given over the TBS, it was very exciting, lots of 








the first lieutenant, John Hoeffer, boomed out over the speaker (as well as the 
speaker would boom) explaining our situation and followed by those never to 
be forgotten words “This is the chance we’ve all been waiting for.” 
Due to problems in ordering our stores, we were running short of food. 
In fact, we had little more than coffee, beans, and rice. We were also having 
trouble with one of our propeller shafts. Coincidently, the flagship 
Pennsylvania also had some trouble, and fortunately the Abner Read was 
selected to escort her to San Diego for repairs. Our food supply continued to 
dwindle, and for several days before we arrived at San Diego, all hands were 
called to “turn to and take stores aboard.” Most of the crew walked down on the 
dock and continued on into town to the nearest food establishment and ate. I 
remember having three strawberry waffles. No one was charged with being 
AWOL. 
After new shafts and screws being put on at Hunters Point, we went 
back to the Aleutians during which time I started standing radar watches. While 
standing the midwatch on August 18, 1943, our ship being on anti-submarine 
patrol at Kiska Island, I overheard the OD persuading Captain Burrowes to 
leave the bridge and go to his quarters. He said, “Captain, you have been up for 
days, everything is quiet now. Why don’t you go below and get some rest?” 
The captain replied, “Because I have the responsibility to the mother of every 
boy on this ship, to get her son back home safely.” After more urging, he finally 
went below. This was shortly after the midwatch was stationed. At about 0145, 
while manning the SG radar, I informed the bridge that our navigational 
reference point had reached the proper bearing to execute a 180 degree turn to 
starboard. The order was given, and the helmsman and we were well into our 
turn when disaster struck. Apparently, while swinging to starboard, our port 
quarter struck a floating mine. We lost many hands and 87’ of our stern. I was 
thankful for having been on watch in the forward part of the ship, as my bunk 
was at the impact area. I have often wondered how different things would have 
been had I called the bridge 10 seconds sooner or later. One thing I was sure of, 
we had a dedicated man in command. 
After picking up what survivors we could find in the water, we were 
approached by another destroyer, the Bancroft, to take us into tow. We were 
rigging a tow line in the dark, not showing a light. At that time, we thought we 
may have been hit by a torpedo from an enemy submarine. We needed a big 
shackle to rug the tow line, of which we kept two in the lower compartment of 
the forward hold. That involved going down the hatch through the bos’n locker, 
through the anchor windlass compartment, open an X-hatch, with eight dogs, 
into the gear locker, open another X-hatch with eight more dogs in the deck of 







that compartment, drop down 4-1/2 feet, and open another X-hatch, another 
eight dogs. This was repeated twice more to reach the fourth compartment 
below, get the shackle, then a reversal of the entry procedure. While wanting to 
run out and get topside, but knowing that all the dogs had to be painstakingly 
secured to maintain the watertight integrity of what was left of the ship, that trip 
took no more than 8 or 10 minutes, but it seemed like forever. At that time, we 
did not know what was left. It was quiet down there. So quiet that you could 
hear the water lapping against the hull. Too quiet. There is nothing more dead 
than a ship that is dead in the water, waiting for another torpedo to hit. That is 
a chore that I haven’t forgotten. After dodging a few projectiles from the line 
throwing gun from the Bancroft, the tow line was successfully rigged and we 
were towed to Adak. Emergency repairs were made there, with more made at 
Dutch Harbor. Then the ship was towed to Bremerton Navy Yard. A memorable 
trip was made with a skeleton crew, through very rough seas and high winds, 
across the Gulf of Alaska. The winds were so bad that we were, most of the 
time, ahead of the Ute, the seagoing tug that towed us. Much of the time was 
spent trying to maintain a heading with a homemade rudder and a channel iron 
tiller, activated by two chain falls, from the top of the after deck house. We 
were rewarded, however, with a beautiful trip down the Inland Passage. On 
arriving at Bremerton, all hands were given 30-days leaves, during which I was 
married to my present wife. 
For the next many months, we toured the South Pacific islands, that 
cruise was terminated November 1, 1944, at Leyte Gulf in a violent manner. 
The return from which I owe to a shipmate and truly great man, Bill Pottberg, 
RT1/c who, while abandoning the Abner Read as it sank, saw me climbing over 
the life line on the low side of the ship. He stopped me, seeing that I had been 
hurt and had no life jacket. He took his life jacket off and gave it to me and said 
“It looks like you need this more than I do.” He even helped me tie it on. I think 
I remember seeing a halo and wings about him and he went over the side. I 
don’t know if this deed was ever recognized officially, but it is something for 
which I will forever be grateful. Thanks again, Bill. Thanks to the life jacket, I 
was picked up an hour or so later by our own No. 2 motor whaleboat. Chief 
Motor Machinist’s Mate Red Clark was coxswain. It had been taking 
emergency supplies to the Ammen (DD-527) that had been hit before the Abner 
Read, and had lost both her stacks plus other serious damage. I was taken to the 
Ammen for emergency physical repairs then transferred to the hospital transport 
Pinkney for major repairs. The Pinkney sailed back out of the battle zone, and 
left me at a mobile hospital on the North Coast of New Guinea. Later, I was 








a good job on me. While I was there, I was awarded the Purple Heart. I left on 
the President Wilson for San Francisco. En route, we celebrated two New 
Years’ Eves, as we crossed the 180th meridian on January first, 1945. From San 
Francisco, I was transferred to the USN Hospital at the marine base at Camp 
Pendleton, Oceanside, CA. While I was there, I was decorated with the Bronze 
Star. When discharged from the hospital, I was assigned to a yard oiler, YOL 
No. 1, that was based at Goat Island, San Francisco. While I was there, I met 
the then Commander John Hoeffer, who had another destroyer. I was invited on 
board with a warm welcome. I also met Chief Boatswain’s Mate Luther Bishop 
who was skipper of the Delta Queen, a river boat the was tied up at Treasure 
Island. A warm welcome there also. There was faulty information given out that 
I was among the missing. Even my wife got a telegram to that effect, so these 
friends were pleasantly surprised to see me and I was more glad to be able to 
surprise them. 
I was discharged from the Navy in November, 1945. I went back to Los 
Angeles and took my old job back as a mechanic in a Chrysler dealership. I 
moved to Reseda in the San Fernando Valley, and built a home there. We had 
four children, two boys and two girls. We now have four grandchildren with 
one on the way. I went into the trucking business then phased into the truck 
sales and service. I had a truck stop, did well, made a million, lost it, started 
over again last year in the trucking business. I am doing well, working hard, 
thanking God for good health. I got involved in Masonry ten years ago. I also 
am a member of the Al Malaikah Shrine at Los Angeles. I play in the “Million 
Dollar Band” there. We will be playing at the Imperial Ceremonial in New 
Orleans in 1988, so all you Shriners stop by and say hello. I am proud to have 
served on that noble ship and with the gallant and brave crew that manned her 
– a priceless experience, an opportunity afforded to but a few, a closed chapter 
in the history of our country.  
 
Kenneth W. Weerheim, F1/c 
Armour, S.D. 
 
I was born on September 18, 1925 on a farm 10 miles northwest of 
Armour, SD, in Douglas Country which is about 100 miles west of Sioux Falls, 
SD. I grew up in South Dakota and I am the oldest of 5 brothers. I enlisted in 
the Navy on September 8, 1943, at Boise, ID. Boot camp was in Idaho, and I 
caught the Read in Bremerton in December, 1943 after being repaired from the 
Attu and Kiska events. I stayed with her until November, 1944, through all 
major battles in the South Pacific. My battle station was hot caseman on the No. 







5, 5-inch turret. I abandoned ship off the fantail with Ken Davis. We were 
picked up by a tugboat and put on the Pinkney to have my wounds taken care 
of. I came back to the States on the Lurline. I put the USS Fred T. Berry in 
commission in Spring of 1945 in San Diego, and returned to the Pacific until 
my time was up. I was discharged June 10, 1946 in Bremerton. On November 
26, 1947, I married my wife. We have four children and have nine 
grandchildren. We farmed for four years. I was a heavy machinery operator for 
17 years and I retired from Agland Co-op in 1987.  
 
Lyman “Bud” Wheeler, S1/c 
Dunedin, FL 
 
I was born on January 29, 1927, in Kankakee, IL. I grew up in Kankakee 
and Branley, then we moved to Dwight which was 30 miles away. I have one 
brother and four sisters, I was the third child with two sisters older than I. I 
enlisted in Dwight. Right after I went to boot camp at Great Lakes. I was 
shipped to Camp Shoemaker in California, and shipped from there on a Jeep 
carrier called the Admiralty Islands. Went from there to New Guinea where I 
went into a ship’s pool. I was there for about three months. If a ship came in 
shorthanded, they would take crew out of this pool. I got assigned, myself and 
five other men, to the Abner Read. I came aboard with a rating of S1/c. I was 
on the Abner Read only a couple of months before it was sunk. I never did have 
a bunk on that ship. I slept on a hammock up underneath the gun sponsion. The 
ship was over complemented by probably 50 or 60 people more than should 
have been on board. 
I can remember the day it was sunk like it was yesterday. I thought I 
would never see Illinois again. That was my first thought. I was on the port side 
on the bridge on watch, we got a yellow alert about 12:30 or 1:00 o’clock. My 
battle station was on the No. 5, 5-inch, down below deck as a loader in the lower 
handling room. When we got the yellow alert, I was up on the port side on the 
bridge. I was watching 15 degrees, 9 o’clock to 12 o’clock. We got popped by 
three Val dive bombers. The first one hit even before I got back to my battle 
station. It hit up forward. The second one hit and destroyed the fire control. I 
don’t know where the third one hit. I think it hit on the after torpedo tubes. At 
that time, I was back on my battle station which is below the No. 5, 5-inch. This 
all happened so fast. We had just refueled the day before off the USS 
Mississippi.  
When we came up, they were calling “Abandon ship, abandon ship.” I 








were scrambling all over, jumping off, and we were hiding. Y guns were 
shooting, depth charges were exploding over the side, the ship was on fire bad, 
and I’m not so sure it wasn’t Sam McQueen said, “We gotta get off of here.” 
So, we jumped off the fantail, and got away from the ship a few hundred yards, 
and then it all went up in big blaze. We got picked up by another destroyer 
escort two hours later, as far as I could remember. Me and three other guys were 
hanging on a cork float, about 5- or 6-feet long and about 3-feet across. You 
couldn’t do anything but hang on. There was no way to get on top of it. When 
we got picked up, we got taken into an invasion beach, Tacloban, and we were 
put on the Pinkney. We stayed there three days, below decks, because the Japs 
were still bombing the air strip there. We left there, rode to Melbourne, 
Australia, and then on to the SS Lurline to come to the states. We got back on 
December 5. We got new clothing issues, went through medical, and then came 
home for 30 days. 
We had escorted McArthur, who was on the Nashville, into the landing 
zone. The 526, and the 527 or 528, screened for the Nashville all the way up 
into the invasion force. When McArthur left the Nashville and waded ashore, 
we were relieved of that duty, and were sent out on picket duty, an advance 
radar station. We were 200 miles out in Leyte Gulf, and we got sunk about 1:30 
in the afternoon. The ship exploded like a roman candle. When I came back 
after survivor’s leave, I had a storekeeper’s rating, and I shipped right back out 
to the same place the Abner Read got sunk. The ship was a fleet supply ship, 
the USS Minnesota. It had a merchant crew, but a Navy crew on the guns. We 
were then shipped down to San Francisco. I was in a FIPS pool. We lived in 
San Francisco between ships. From there I went to Okinawa. At that time, I was 
on the Cape Igbak, another supply ship, which was out of Beaumont, TX. It 
was a real rusty old tub. On our way, we docked in Bremerton, and the minute 
we docked, the whistle started blowing for end of the war. We went on the Cape 
Igbak up to the Aleutians Islands in winter, and we couldn’t go on deck for 
about fifteen days. It was too icy and dark. We were taking the Aleutian route 
to Okinawa. Near Japan, we got into one of the worst hurricanes and storms that 
I’ve ever been in my whole life.  
We anchored in Tokyo Bay right off Yokosuka, a Jap naval base, for 
three months. I was in Japan when they signed the peace treaty. We were 
anchored about two thousand yards from the Missouri when the peace treaty 
was signed and we were able to watch the signing. I remember Sam McQueen 
and Rossi, he was a bos’n mate. He was in charge of the after division. I was 
discharged June, 1946 at Great Lakes. They wanted me to go on a reefer ship. 
They had frozen the ratings of storekeepers, motor machinists, and yeomen, and 







they offered me another rate if I’d stay in for another year. We would make a 
trip every six week, over six weeks and backs six weeks, but I turned it down.  
I lived in Dwight until 1976. I was in business there doing roofing and 
construction. I am still in business. I moved to Florida in 1968 and we spent our 
winters down here, then moved down here permanently about 1976. 
Incidentally, I still have all my hair and it is not grey. My wife and I were 
married on November 1, 1947. She ran a beauty shop for about 25 years. We 
had four daughters and seven grandchildren. 
 
Hal Dean Williams, F1/c 
Cleaver, MO 
 
I was born August 6, 1925 in Cleaver, MO and grew up here. I had one 
brother and four sisters. I enlisted in Springfield, MO. My brother had been in 
since September 1941. I also felt like country needed me. Boot camp was in 
Farragut, ID, Camp Hill, 329. I entered machinist mate school in Wahpeton, 
ND on May 13, 1943. I went from the Shoemaker Receiving Base in January, 
1943, to San Francisco to catch the Abner Read. I came on the Abner Read as a 
F1/c. I was pretty well confused when I came aboard, it was all new to me. I 
was not in the service during the Attu and Kiska action. I was assigned to the 
forward fireroom. I worked burners and some water checks the last month or so 
on ship. I served as the second, then first, loader on the port side twin 40’s. I 
was then loader on the starboard 20’s. About one month before going into 
Leyte, I was assigned to burners in the forward fireroom. I had just hit floor 
plates when plane and bomb hit. 
Water Tender, First Class, Harold Denny was left in charge when Chief 
H. H. Grieve went topside on fire control. Denny sent all the others to top after 
we lost communication to bridge. He and I secured the boilers then he sent me 
up. I yelled back down that we were about to sink. Both of us ran off portside. 
We didn’t have to jump because ship was listing so far to starboard. I sawm out 
to where two or three guys were holding another one, I can’t recall his name 
but he was a gunners’ mate and very badly injured. Not sure, but think he died 
later. 
After a whale boat picked up the injured, I swam to the Claxton. It was badly 
listing because of plane crash on starboard side aft. From there I got on the 
Pinkney and then returned to United States on the Lurline.  
I was assigned to the DD pool at Treasure Island. Then I was at the sonar 
base small boast division in San Diego until discharge December 18, 1945. I 








Tender H. H. Grieves, deceased, Water Tender, First Class, Harold Denny, 
Fireman, First Class, Kenneth P. Davis, Olathe, I stood watch with him, 
Fireman, First Class, Jack Coffeen, Fireman, First Class, Wayne Costley, from 
Money, MO, close to my home, Fireman, Second Class, John A. Schlichting, I 
can’t remember if it was from boot camp or machinist’s mate school, Water 
Tender, Third Class, James D. Shirey from being on watch together, and he was 
also from Missouri, Fireman, First Class, Norman Throgmorton, from boot and 
MM school, Lt. William Tillman, the best liked officer I knew, Water Tender, 
Third Class, Wm. Waddell, from machinist’s mate school, I think he also came 
from Missouri. I remember several others but seem to get their names confused. 
After the war, I farmed. I had a wholesale milk route until 1956, when I 
went into long haul trucking. I covered all states until 1971. I have been in the 
tire business to the present time. I am still working, poor but proud. I married 
my wife on December 22, 1944 while on survivor’s leave. We have five 
children: two girls and three boys. We also have four grandchildren: two boys 
and two girls. Dates and places and names seem to always escape me, but I do 
have a lot of fond memories of all. 
 
Troy M. Wilson, QM3/c 
Fayetteville, AR 
 
I was born October 29, 1923 at Fayetteville, AR, and grew up in 
Arkansas and Oklahoma. There were four children in my family: Two boys and 
two girls. I enlisted at Little Rock, in May, 1943 for patriotic reasons. Prior to 
assignment to the Abner Read, I had completed basic and attended 
quartermaster’s school at San Diego. I reported to Abner Read in November, 
1943, while she was in drydock at Bremerton. I came aboard as a seaman first 
class, quartermaster striker. I have no personal experiences at Bremerton, but I 
do remember a story floating among the crew. There were two seamen on the 
Abner Read who always hung out together. I do not remember their names. One 
was of Mexican descent, the other an American Indian from Oklahoma. There 
was a law in Washington State and also Oklahoma that American Indians could 
not be served alcoholic beverages. One night these two seamen were in a bar in 
Seattle and they ordered drinks. The bartender looked at the Indian sailor and 
told him that he could not serve him under the laws of Washington. The Indian 
looked the bartender in the eye and said, “Ugh! Me heap big Mexican.” The last 
time I saw these men, they were locked in the spud locker aboard the ship. They 
were transferred from the ship prior to leaving for the war zone.  







The only memories I have prior to sinking, was the R&R in Sydney, 
Australia. I especially recall the ice cream and milk. I always had a lot of respect 
for the officer or officers who brought the large milk cans full of milk aboard 
and let us drink what we wanted. I was like an alcoholic who hadn’t had a drink 
in several months. My battle station was in after steering. It was my job to steer 
the ship from there in the event the bridge was knocked out. The other shipmates 
don’t know how lucky they are this didn’t happen. I might have taken them to 
Japan or China. We got the “abandon ship” order and I climbed the ladder to 
the fantail area where I dove into the water. I was in the water when the large 
explosion came and I ducked under to prevent being hit by flying metal, some 
large pieces as a matter of fact. I swam to the destroyer which was dead in the 
water. I don’t recall the name. The crewmen saw us coming and threw and rope 
ladder over. I was on the Pinkney and then the Lurline.  
I remember many shipmates. I remembered everyone with whom I 
worked. I saw Pete Hilt at New Orleans all the way across the lobby and I knew 
him from his walk. I talked to Al Gill before I saw him, and he said that he had 
thought of me several times. When I hung up, I wondered if he said that line to 
everyone. But, when I got to New Orleans, I learned that Al had changed his 
name from Goldblatt to Gill and he had not told me during the phone 
conversation. After being reassigned to Miami to train with a new ship’s crew, 
I was assigned to the ATA-210 a seagoing tug. We had shakedown off 
Galveston and then though the Panama Canal to San Diego and San Francisco. 
Then, island hopping all the way to the Philippines at 6 knots. It took two-three 
weeks to every port. At one time, we towed a large barge loaded with beer, yet 
not a drop to drink on the ATA-210. We came back to San Diego in November, 
1945, and I was discharged in December, 1945.  
I returned to college at the University of Arkansas here in Fayetteville 
to study accounting. All the vets joined advanced ROTC, most for financial 
reasons. In 1950, when the Korean War broke out, I was called to active duty 
in the US Air Force. I retired from the Air Force in 1970. My wife and I married 
on survivor’s leave in December, 1944. We have two children and three 
grandchildren. The things I recall most are being thankful for surviving, and the 
milk. Also, the Red Cross gave us a uniform and toilet article kit. I also can’t 
forget the salt water sores I had on the Lurline from taking salt water baths. We 
were assigned to Japan twice in the Air Force, and the first time I arrived there, 
I hated the Japanese. This is the first time in my life I experienced a feeling of 
hated. It took me several days to overcome this, but when I did, that was the 








little area there was used by Japanese kamikaze pilots to take an oath prior to 
leaving for the war.  
 
Hubert J. Witzel, SF3/c 
Porterville, CA 
 
First of all, I came from a small family of 13. My dad came from 
Tavistock, Ontario. He homesteaded at Mt. Carmel, ND which is in the 
northeastern part of North Dakota, next to the Canadian border. I was the baby 
of the family, and used to be dad’s bird dog. I always enjoyed hunting with him 
and trapping fur animals. Those were the good old days. I worked on the farm 
in North Dakota and served two years in the Civilian Conservation Corps 
(CCC) when the depression hit in the ‘30s. When I was twenty-years-old, the 
draft call came, so I went to Seattle, for work. But, within two months, the Army 
wanted me, so I went to Snohomish, WA to take my physical. The next day, I 
went to Navy recruiting in Seattle. That evening, I was a Navy recruit. From 
there, I went to Farragut, ID for boot camp. I got assigned to USS Abner Read 
after training. I went aboard on February 5, 1943, after it was commissioned. I 
served on it from start to finish: Attu to Leyte, 1944.  
After the USS Abner Read was sea bound, my duty was a lookout as a 
seaman. Then, as I became sea broke a little, and went as a shipfitter striker 
where I stayed until discharged as a shipfitter, third class. My experience at Attu 
and Kiska was very interesting because I was moved from compartment 4 to 
compartment 1, just a few days before the mishap occurred. I guess the good 
Lord was with me. I volunteered for duty on it back to Bremerton. Then, I had 
a 30-day leave and went home to North Dakota. When I got back, things were 
pretty well in place. Then we made the shakedown cruises breaking in recruits 
to San Clemente, one or two times per week. We thought we were old salts, 
kind of rough on the new recruits. Ha!  
Then everything was shipshape, so we went to New Guinea. We 
bombarded everything from Hollandia and New Guinea coast line to Leyte. 
Before Leyte, we had a nice two weeks in Sydney, Australia. Everybody had a 
wonderful time – lots of liberty. Then, off to Leyte. Everything was fine until 
November 1, 1944 when we got hit. My duty was water tight integrity. When 
the plane hit, I was closing a hatch door and the concussion blew it off its hinges. 
Then, I went up on deck. I couldn’t really see what was going on. Very quickly, 
I heard the words “abandon ship.” I went off the fantail starboard with a powder 
can for life preserver. Then, we were picked up by a smaller ship. I don’t 







remember the name. We transferred to the Pinkney and from there to the 
Lurline, back to the states. I was discharged at San Pedro, August 14, 1945.  
Then, the better half came into my life. We got to know each other at 
San Francisco, and were married at San Diego, July 17, 1944. Then something 
happened. We had our No. 1 son, so we went to North Dakota. We started 
farming which we continued for three years. Of course, No. 2 son, came along. 
Then my wife got pretty well fed up with North Dakota: Bad storms, tornados, 
lightning storms etc., so we sold out and moved back to California where my 
wife was born and raised. Then No. 3 son came. I went into the water well 
business, deep well pumps, etc. Finally, I set up my own business and No. 4 a 
daughter, came along. Next thing we know, here came No. 5 son. We had a 
total of five children. We are very happy the way it turned out. We have one 
great grandchild, and 14 regular grandkids. 
 
Charles Woods, QM2/c 
Yakima, WA 
 
I was born on May 29, 1924, in Portland, OR where I grew up. I had 
one sister. In October, 1942, in Portland, I signed up with the Navy. I don’t 
remember any special reason, I just joined up. I went to boot camp in Farragut, 
ID. I came aboard the Abner Read as a quartermaster third class, when it was 
commissioned. In Alaska when the ship was hit, I was in my bunk. The pipe for 
smoke screen gas broke right near my head. I went on the hospital ship to come 
back to Bremerton. I had spots on my lungs for a long time, but no particular 
recognition by the service of my problem. While in Bremerton, I came home 
on leave each weekend. During this time, I met my wife. Then I went on board 
the Abner Read. My watch assignment and my general quarters were on the 
enunciators on the bridge, which means I ran the throttle. Bill Boulton stood 
watch and general quarters with me. He was on the helm. When the kamikaze 
came in, I was down on midships, and it was headed directly for me. I ran like 
anything toward the bridge. I just barely got in the pilot house when the plane 
hit. I abandoned ship off the bow. I gave my life jacket to a burned swimmer 
and treaded water until we were picked up by a destroyer. I don’t remember the 
name. While on this ship, a kamikaze came at that ship. We watched it come at 
us, but it lit beside the ship. At that time, someone offered me a cigarette and 
that was when I started smoking. We came back to the states on the Lurline.  
After the Abner Read sank, I was assigned to the USS Bairoko (CVE-
115), an aircraft carrier, for the rest of my service. I was discharged in February, 








company in Portland, OR. We have one son and one grandson. After discharge, 
I went to work for the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. I worked in fish hatcheries 
all over the State of Washington. I retired in 1980 after 32 years. We spend our 
time now fishing, traveling, and at our small cabin in Long Beach, WA. 
Shipmates I remember . . . One time, I called QM Troy Wilson to come on deck 
and see the flying fish. He wouldn’t come out. He said, “You’re pulling my 
leg.” Finally, I convinced him to come out and see them. He couldn’t believe 
it. Bill “Pappy” Boulton, QM1/c, and I worked together most of the time. 
Harold Hart, Cal Roth, Ken Henke, Tony Mangiafico, Glen Generaux and I all 
used to go down to the USO where Glen would play the piano. He used to be a 
concert pianist. Also, I remember Bill Andrianoff. One of my jobs was to wind 
all the ship’s clocks, so I knew a big share of the crew, by having to move all 
over the ship for this job. 
 
*** 









Suggested Interview Outline 
Prewar History 
1. Date of birth and where born? 
2. Where did you grow up? 
3. Size of your family? 
4. When, where and why did you enlist? 
War History 
5. What was your Navy experience prior to coming aboard the Abner 
Read? 
6. When did you report to the Abner Read? 
7. What was your rate/rank when you came aboard? 
8. What was your experience at Attu and Kiska? 
9. Did you return to Bremerton with the ship? If not, what did you do? 
10. What experiences in Puget Sound area while ship was being repaired? 
11. Experiences on shakedown after repair thru January ’44? 
12. Experiences between February ’44 to Leyte sinking? What was your 
battle station on Nov 1, ’44? How did you abandon ship? How did you 
get out of the water? What vessel? 
13. Did you get on the Pinkney? How did you get back to the states? 
14. What happened to you from that time on to your discharge? When 
discharged? 
15. What shipmates do you remember and why? Please relate funny as well 
as serious reasons. 
Postwar History 
16. What career choices did you make? 
17. Tell us about your family. When did you marry or how many years have 
you been married? What is your wife’s name and occupation? Names 
and ages of children and what they do? Names of any grandchildren? 
18. If more than one marriage, feel free to expand on it. 
